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Excellenc Majeſtic. 


E-owned Empreſſe , and great Britaines Oucene, 
R -- grations Mother of ſucceeding Kings; 
Vouchſafe to view that which ts ſeldome ſecne, 
A Womans writing of diuine#t things : 
Reade it faire Quecne,though it defeftine be, 


Your Excellence can grace both It aud Mee, 


For you haue rifled Natare of her ſtore, 

And all the Goddeſſes hane diſpoſſeſt 

Of thoſe rich gifts which they enioy d before, 

But now great Queene,mn you they all doe relf 
If now they ſtrined for the golden Ball, 
Paris world ginc it you before them all, 


From Tuno you hane State and Dignrties, 

Fromwarlike Pallas iſdome, Fortitude; 

And from faire Venus all her Excellencies, 

with their beſt parts your Highneſſe ts ind#'d : 
How much are we ts honor thoſe that ſprings 
From ſuch rare beanty,in the blood of Kings? 


The Muſes doe attend vpon your Throne, 
With all the Artiſts at your becke ana call; 
The Sylnane Gods,and Satyres ewery one, 
Before your faire trinmphant Chariot fall 
And ſhining Cynthia with her nymphs attend 
To henogr yor,whsſe Hononr hath no end, 
a 3 From 
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| Tothe Queenes Majeſtie, 
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From your bright ſphcare of greatnes where you ſit, 

Reflciting light to all thoſe glorious ſtars 

That wait vpon your Throane;To virtue yet 

Vorchſafe that ſplendor which my mcanneſſe bars : 
Be like faire Pho:be, who dorh lowe to grace 
The darkefi night with her 20ſt beamteons face. 


Apollo's beames doe comfort every creature, 

And ſhines vpon the meaneſt things that bez 

Sincedn Eſtate and Virtue none is greater, 

I himbly wiſh that yogrs may light on me : 
That ſo theſe rude dupoll:;ſht lines of mine, 
Graced by you,may ſeerme the more diuine. 


Looke in this Mirrour of a worthy Mind, 
Where ſome of your faire Virtues will appeare; 
"Though all it is impoſſible to find, 
I ulefſe my Glaſſe were chryſtall,or more cleare : 
thich us dymſteele,yet full of ſpotleſſe truth, 
And for onelooke from your faire eyes it ſuth, 


Here may your ſacred Maieſtie bchold 
That mightic Monarch both of heat'n andearth,. 
He that all Nations of the-world controld, 
Yet tooke onr fleſh in baſe and meaneſt berth : 
Whoſe daies were ſpent in pouerty and ſorrow, 
Andyet all Kings their wealth of him do borrow: . 


For he is Crowne and Crowner of all Kings, 
The hopefull haue: of the meaner ſort, 
. Jts he that all our ioyfull tidings brings. 
Of happie raigne within his rojall Court : 
Its he that in extremity can Tine 
Comfort to them that haue-no time to lite. . 
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Tothe Queenes Majeſtic, 


Ss Sefton oiets 


And face my wealthwithin his Region ſtands, 
And that his Croſſe my chiefeſt comfort is, © 
Yea in his kingdome onely reſts my lands. ; 
Of hononr there I hope 1 ſhall not miſſe : 

Though I on earth doe line unfortunate, 

Yet there I may attaine a better ſtate. 


Tn the meane time, accept moſi crations Queene 
Th holy worke Virtne preſents to you, 


Tr poore apparell,ſhaming to be ſecne, 


Or once t appeare in your indiciall view : 
But that faire Virtge, though in meane attire. 


All Princes of the world doe moſt deſire. 


And fith all rojyall virtnes are in you, ' 
The Naturall,the Morall,and Dinine, 
T hope how plaiae ſoener,beeing true, | 
You will accept euen of the meareft line 
Faire Virtue yeelds;by whoſe rare gifts yout are 
So highly grac at exceed the faireſt faire, 


Behold,great Queene, faire Eues Apo{og:s.. 
which I hane writ in honour of your ſexe. 


- Andaoe referre unto your Mnieſtic, 


To itage if it agree not with the Text: 
And if it doe why are poore Women blam 4, 
Or by more faultie Men fo much defun d * 


And this great Lady Thane hereattired, 
Tn all her richeſt ornaments of Honour, 
That you faire Omeene,o f all the world admired, 
May take the more delight to looke vpon her : 
For ſhe muſt entertaine you to this Feaſt, 
Towhich your Highwejſe is the welcom ft gueſt. 


For 
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To rhe Queenes Majeſtie, 
, H, H | 
Nr SoStoe -& NxFoeSix Foote 
Por here I haze prepar d my Paſchal Lambe, | 
The figure of that lining Sacrifice; 
who dying all th Infernall powres orecame, 
That we with him t Eternitie might riſe : 


Thus pretions Paſſeoner feed vpon,O Quecae, 
Let your faire Virtues in my Glaſſe be ſeenc, 


And jhe that us the patterne of all Beautie, 
The very modell of your Maieſtie, | 
hoſe rareſt parts enforceth Loue and Duty, 
The perfett patterne of all Pietie : 

O let my Booke by her faire eies be bleſt, 

In whoſe pure thoughts all Innocency reſts, 


Then ſhall Tthinke my Glaſſe a glorious Skie, 
then two ſuch glittring Suns at once appeare; 
The one repleat with Sort raigne omg wi 
Both ſhining brighter than the cleareſt cleare : 
And both reflefting comfort to my ſpirits, 
To find their grace ſo much abouc my merits 


hoſe vntun'd voyce the dalefull notes doth ſing 

Of ſad Affliction in an hamble ſtraine; 

HMach like vnto a Bird that wants awing, 

And cannot flie, but warbles forth her paine + + 
Or he that barred from the Suns bright light, 
wanting dates comfort doth comend the nights. 


So I that line cloſ"d vp in Sorrowes Cell, 
Since great Elizacs fauonr bleſt my youth; 
And in the confines of all cares doe awell , 
Whoſe grieucd eyes nopleaſure ever view th : 
Bur in Chriſts ſuffrings, ſuch ſweet taſte they hane, 
As makes me praiſe pale Sorrow and the Graue. 


And 
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To the Queenes Majeſtie; 


And this great Ladie whom T lone and honogar, 

And from my very tender yeeres haue knowne, 

Thi holy habite ſtillto take vpon her, 

Still to remaiae the fame, and ſtill her ownes 
And what our fortunes doe enforce vs ts, 


She of Deuation and meere Zeale doth do. 


Which makes me thinkg our heany burden light, 
When ſuch a one as ſhe will help to beare it : 
Treading the paths that makg our way go right, 
What garment ts ſo faire but ſhe may weare it; 
Eſp ccially for her that entertaines (mains, 
.A Glorious Queene, in whome all woorth re= 


Whoſe powre may raiſe my ſad deiefted Muſe, 
From this liwe Manſion of a troubled mind; 
whoſe prizcely funor may ſuch grace infuſe, 
That ! may ſpread Her V irtnes in like kind: 
But in thus triall of my ſlender skill, 
Iwantedknowledge to performe my will, 


For cizen as they that doe behold the Starres, 
We: with the ete of Learning,but of Sight, 
To find heir mot:ons, want of knowledge barres 
Although they ſee them in their brighteſt light: 
So, thorgh 7 ſoe the glory of her State, 
Its jhe that m:8t inStruct ang clenate, 


Ay weake diftempred braine and feeble ſpirits, 
which a!llualearned hats aduentur d, this 
Towrite of Chrift,and of his ſarred merits, 
Deſiring that this Baoke Her hands may kiſſe : 
And thavgh 7 br viworthy of that grace, 
oy 2 : : : off 
Tet ler her bleſſed thoghts this book jznbrace, 
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To the Queenes Majefiie, ' 
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e And pardon me (faire Queene ) though Tpreſume, 
To doe that which ſo many better ean; 
Not that I Learning tomy ſelfe aſſume, 
Or that I would compare with any man : 

But as they are Scholers,and by Art dowrite, 

So Natare yeelds my Soule a ſad delight. 


»And ſince all Arts at firit from Nature came, 
That goodly Creature, Mother of Perfettion, 
Whom Jouecs almighty handat firt did frame, 
Taking both her and hers in his protettion: 
Why ſhould not She now grace my barren Muſe, 
eAnd ina Woman all defefts excuſe, 


So peereleſſe Princeſſe humbly I defire, 
7 hat your great wiſedome would vouchſafe t onis: 
All faults; andpardon if my ſpirits retire, 
Leaning to ayme at what they cannot hit : 
To write your worth which no pen can expreſſe, 
Frere but © ceclipſe your Fame and make it leſſes 
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TotheLady EulizanBgTHS 


Grace. 


Oſt gratious Ladie, faire EL12aBtrTH, 
Whoſe Name and Virtues puts vs ſtill in mind, 
Of her, of whom we.are depriu'd by death ; 
The Phexix ofher age,whoſe worth did bind 
All worthy minds ſo long as they haue breath, 

In linkes of Admiration,loue and zeale, 

To that deare Mother of our Common-weale, 


Euen youfairePrincefſe next our famous Queene, | 

I doc iuuite ynto this wholeſome feaſt, 

Whoſe goodly. wiſedome, though your yeares be greene, 
= ſuch good workes may dailybe increaſt, 

T 


oughyour faire cyes farre better Bookes haue ſeene 3 
Yet being thefirſt fruits of a womans wit, 


Vouchſafe you fauour in accepting it, 
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To all vertuous Tan” in 
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| Achbleſſed Lady that in Virtue ſpends \ £1. 0A. 


Your pretious time to beautifie your ſoules ; 
Come wait on hir whom winged Fame attends 
And in hir handthe Booke where ſhe inromles $3 
Thoſe high deſerts that Maieftie commends 5, 
Let Ti faire Queene not unattended bee, 
iOG: in my Glaſſe ſhe daines her ſelfe to ſee, 


Put on your wedding garments enery one, 

The Bridegroome ſtayes to entertame you all; 

Let Virtue be your guide, for ſhe alone 

Can leade you right that Jout can neuer fall; 

And make noſtay for feare he ſhould be gone: 
But fill your Lamps with oyle of burning zeale, 
That to your Faith he may his Trath reutates.. © -\ 


Let all your roabes be purple ſrariet white; - 


T hoſe perfit colours pureFt Virtue wore, 7 The roabes 
Come decht with Lillies that did (6 delight C3931. that Ch 
Tobe 'prefe rr d #7; beanly, aire before 31A ore before 
FWiſe Silomon tn i his glor y arght - - 5 his death, 


tWhoſc royallreabes aid 10 ſuch o_ pled; 
Asaid the beauteous Lilly of th: field 
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Adorne yotr temples with faire Daphnes crowne, 
The nener changing Laurel, alwaics geeene; 
Let conſtarit hope all worldly pleaſures drowne,, © 
[In wiſe Mineruaes paths beatwases ſtenc; ** bat 
Or with bright Cynthia,thogh faire Venus frown : 
 WithElopcroſſe the poſts of encry doore, 

Where Sinne would riot ,naking Virtue poore. 


"And let the Muſes your companions be, 

Thoſe ſacred ſiſters that on-Pallas wait; 

Whoſe Virtues with the pureſt minds agree, 

Whoſe godly labonrs doe auoyd thebane ... 

Of worldly pleaſures, lining alwaits free - 
From ſword, from violence, and from ill ycport, 
To theſe nine Worthies allfaire mindes reſort, 


Amnnoynt your haira with Aaronspretions oyle, 

And bring your palmes of vitfry m your hands, - 

To onercome all thoughts that would defile 

The earthly circuit of your ſoules faire lands ; 

Let no dimme ſhadowes your cleare eyes beguile - 
Sweet odours,mirrhe,gum,aloes,frankincenſe , 


Preſent that King who ar dfqr your offence, 


Behold, bright Titans ſhining chariot ftaies, 
All deckt with flowers of the freſheſt hew, 
Attended on by Age, Houres,Nights,and Dates, 
Which alters not your beauty,but gines you 
Atach ann arts you with eternall praiſe: 
Th golden chariot wherein you muſt ride, 
Let fimiple Donues,and ſubtill ſerpents guide, 


Come 
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To all virtuous Ladies in general,” 


Come ſwifter than the motion'of the Sunne, 

Tebe transfignr dwith our lowing Lord, 

Left Glory end what Grace in you begun, 

Of bea'uly riches make your greateſt hoord, 

In Chriſt all honour ,wealth,and beautie's wonne : 
By whoſe perfettions you appeare more faire 
Than Phocbus, if he ſeau n times brighter were. 


Goas holy Angels will dire your Dones, 
And bring your Serpents to the fields of reſt, 
Where he doth ſtzy that purchaſt all your lones 
In bloody torments,when he did oppreſt, 
There ſhall you find him in thoſe pleaſant grones 
Of ſweet Elizium,by the Well of Life. 
Whoſe criſtal ſprings dopurge from worlaly ſtrife 


T hui may you flie from dull and ſenſuall earth, 
Whereof at firſt your bodies formed were, 
That new regen Tate ina ſecond berth, 
Toxr bleſſed ſoules may line without all feare, 
Beeing immortall,ſubiett to no death : 
But in the eie of heauen ſo highly placed, 
That others by your virtues may be graced, 


Where worthy Ladies Iwill leane you all, 

Deſiring you to grace this little Booke; 

Yet ſome of youre thinkes I heare te call 

Me by my name,and bid me better laoke, 

Leſt unawares I in an error fall : | 
In generall tearmes, to place youwith the reft, 
whom Fame commends to be the very beſt, . 
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Taal virtuous Ladies in ge nerall. 
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Tu true, I muit confeſſe(O noble Fame) '\ © 
Th:reare a number honoured by thee, oh © ROS 
Of which, ſome few thos did5t recite by name, 
And willd my uſe they ſhould remembred bee ; 
Wiſhing ſome would their glorious Trophies frame + 
Which if I ſhauld preſume to pndertake, 
My tired Hand for very feare would quake. 


Omely by name I will bid ſome of thoſe, | 
That in true Honors ſeate haue long binplaced, -- © 
Tea enen ſuch as thothatt chiefly choſe, 
By whom my Iſuſe may be the better graced; 
Therefore, unwilling —_ time to loſe, 

Twill invite ſome Ladies that I know, 

But chiefly thoſe as than hat graced ſo. 
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's To the Ladic eArabella. 


Reat lear ned Ladie, whom T long haue knowne, 
And yet not knowne {o much as I defircd : 
Rare Phenix, whoſe faire feathers are your owne, 
Wirth v hich you flic, and arc ſo much admired; 
Truc honour whom true "Mia hath fo attired, 
In glittering raiment ſhining much more bright, 


'S 
T Raw Gluer Starres in the moſt frofttic night, 


Comelike the morning Sunnenew out ofbed, 
And caſt your eyes vpon this little Booke, 
Although you be fo well accompan 'd 
With FP" andthe Muſes, ſpare one looke 
Vpon this humbled King, who all torſooke, 
That in his dying armes he might inence 
Your beautcous: Soulc, and fll i it with his grace, 
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« Tothe LadieSy/an, Coun- 
teſle DowagerofKent,and daugh- 


ter to the Ducheſle of 
Suffolke, 


Ome you that were the Miitry of my youth, 
T he noble guide of my vn1gonern d dayes ; 
Come you that haxe delighted in Gods truth, 


Help ow your handmaid to ſound foorth his praiſe « - 


You that are pleas d in his pure excellencie, 


Vouchſafe to grace this holy feaFt andme, 


"And at your rare PerfeBlions ſhew'd the Glaſſe 


therein I ſaw each wrinckle of a fault; 

You the Sunnes virtue, I that faire greene grafſſe, 

That flonriſht freſh by your cleere virtues taught : 
For you poſſeFt thoſe gifts that grace the mind, 
ReStraining youth whom Erroar oft doth blind, 


In you theſe noble Virtues did I note, 
Firt, louc and feare of God,of Prince,of Lawes, 
Rare Paticnce with a mind ſo farre remote 
From worldly pleaſures, free from gining cauſe 

Of lea$t ſuSpett to the moSt entious cie, 
' Thatin faire Virtues Storehouſe ſought to prie, 


whoſe Faith didvndertake in Infancie, 

All dang row trauells by denouring Seas 

To flic to Chrift from vaine Idolatry, 

Not ſecking there this worthleſſe world to pleaſe, 
By your mot famous Mother ſo direfted, . 
That noble Dwtchcſſe,who liu'd vaſubietted, 
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To the Cou ntefleDowa gerof Kent, 
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From Romes ridiculows prier and tyrann y, 
That mighty Monarchs k;pt im awfull feare 
Leauing here her lands, her ſtate, dignitie; 
Nay more, vouchſaft diſoniſed weedes taweare: 
Whew with Chr'ji leſus ſhe dd meane to goe, 
From ſweet delights to tate part of bis woe, 


Come you that ener ſice hath followed her, 
In theſe ſweet paths of Faire Hrwulitic; 
Corte Ang Pride par e UWrrineto pr fe rYes, 
Not yeclding to baſe mbecillitie, 
Nor to th hoſe weake intirements of rhe world, 
7hat hanc ſo many thouſand Soules inſuarld, 


conn vour L,oue whom you hane ſought ſo farre, 
which h ere pi eſents himſelf. within your view; 
Behold this bright and all aireiting Starre, 

Light of your Soule that doth all grace renew: 

Aud inhis hnwblepath + ſince Yor dio tread, 

Take th ts faire Bridegroome in your ſoules pare 


(bed, 


 eAudſiucenoformer gaine hath made me write, 
Nor my deſertleſſe ſernice could haue wonne, 
Qzely your # oble Virtues do incite 
Ay Pen, they arc the ground Iwritewpon; 
Nor any future profit zs expetted, 
7 hen how can theſe poare lines gae virrefpetted? 
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to the | adie Atarie,the Coun- 
elle Duwager of Pem- 
br coke. 


E thought Ipaſs'd throughtlfZdalyan Groues, 

And able the Graces, if they could direct 
M Metoa Lady w "ps AMinerar choſe, 

To live with her in height of all reſpect. 


Yet looking backe into my thoughts againe, 
The cic of Reaſon did behold her there 
Faſttid vnto them in a golden Chaine, 

They itood, but ſhew as ſet in Mono chaire. 


And nine faire Virgins fate vpon the ground, 
With Harps and Vialls i - their lilly hands ; : 
Whole harmony had a! all my fences drown'd, 
But that before mine eyes an object (tands, 


Whoſc Beauty ſhin 'd like Tirozs cleereſt rai ics, 
She blew a brafen Trumpet, which did found 
Throgh althe world that worthy Ladics praiſe, 
And by Ecernall Fame I faw her crown'd, 


Yerſtudying, if I were awake,orno, 
God Morphy cameandtooke me by the hand, 
And vil d me not from Slumbers borwre ro go, 
Till I the ſumme of all did vnderftand, 
©C4 - When 
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The God 6 
Dreames, 


bn: The Anuthors Dreame. 
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When preſently the Welkia that before 

Look dbright and clecre, me thought, was ouercaſt, 
And duskieclouds,with boyſtrous winds great ſtore, 
Foretold of violent tormes which could not laſt, 


And gazing vp into the troubled skie, 

Me thought a Chariot did from thence deſcend, 
Where one did ſit repleat with Majeſtic, - 
Drawneby foure ficrie Dragons,which did bend 


Their courſe where this moſt noble Lady fate, 
Whom all theſe virgins with due reuerence 
Did entertaine,according to that ſtate 

Which did belong 95666 os Excellence, 


Goddeſſe of When bright Bellona,ſo they did her call, 

Warre and Whom theſe faire Nymphs ſo humbly did receiue, 
Wiſdome, . Amanly mayd which was both faire and tall, 

| | Her borrowed Charret by a ſpring did leaue, 


With fpearc, and ſhield, andcurrat on herbreaſt, 
And onher heada helmet wondrous bright, 
With myrtle,bayes,and oliuc branches dreſt, 
Wherein me thought Itooke no ſmall delight, 


To ſee how all the Graces ſought grace here, 
Andin what mecke, yet princely ſort ſhee came; 
How this moſt noble Lady did imbrace her, 
' Andall humors vnto hers did frame, _ 
6 OVW 
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The Authors Dreame, 
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Now faire Diftine by the breake of Day, he Moone. 
With all her Damſels round abour her 0 I 
Ranging the woods to hunt, yet madea tay, 

When harkningtothepleaſin g found of Fame, 


Her Iuory bowe and filuer ſhaftes ſhee gaue 

Vnto the faireſt nymphe of all her traine;: 

And A it wasthat in ſo graue, 
{ 


Yet gallant faſhion did her beauty Raine:. 


Shee deckt her ſelfe with all the borrowed lighe 
That Phebus would afford from. his faire face, 
And madeher Virginsto appeareſo bright, 
That all the hils and yales receiued grace.. 


Thenprefſing where this beauteous troupe did ſtand, 
They all receiued her moſt willingly, | 
For « ynto her the Lady gaue her hand, ; _ 

That ſhee ſhould keepe with them continually; . 


"Aurora riſing from her roſie bedde, E 
Firlt bluſht,then wept, to ſee faire Phebe grac'd;. Jews | 


And vnto Lady Matetheſe wordes ſhee ſed, 


Come,let vs goc,wewillnotbe out-fac'd... 


I will vnto Apelioes Waggoner, 

A bidde him bring his Maſter preſemly, = 
That his bright beames may all her Beauty-marre,. 
Gracing ys with thelufterofhis.cie,. = | 

| Come, 


CEEIIEEEAEEISS 


The. $76 0 D; came. 


Roti oi Ge es _ 
\Come,come, ſweet Maic, and fill their laps with flo ures, 
And I will giue a.greaterlighe than ſhe: 


So all theſe Ladiedfauours ſhall be Ours, 
None ſhall be more'cficemdthaniweſhall be,, 


Thus did Azrora dimme faire Phubr light, 
And was receiu'din bright Cyrthiacs place, 
While Flora all with fragrant flourcs dight, 
Cl to ſhew the beauty ofthet face, 


Though theſe, me thought, were verie pleaſing (i ith, 
Yctnowtheſe Worthies didagree 2 BO 14 ns, 
Vnto a place full of all rare:dehghts,:;1;. | FOR. 
Avplacc that yer Minerwa'did not: know, g 


That ſacred Spring where Artand Nature ftriu'd -. 
Which ſhould remaine as Sou'rajgne-of, the place;.. 
Whole anticnt quarrell being new reuiu'd, Gd 
Added freſh Beauty, gaue farre greater Gr: ACC, 


_ To whichas vmpicrs now theſe Ladics go, ' 
Judging with pleaſure their delightfull caſc; | 
Whoſe 1 rauiſht ſences made them quickely know, 
- T would be offenſive either ro diſplace, 


And therefore will d they ſhould for euer avel, 
In perfitynity by this:marchlefle Spring: . 

Since twas impoſſible either ſhould excell, 

Or her faire fellow in ſubzeRion bring, 
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But here in equall ſouraigntie to liue, 
Equallin ftate, equallin dignitic, 

Thar vnto others they might ' combbory vine 
Rejoycing all withtheir ſweet vnitie, 


And now me thought Tlong to hearc her name, 
Whom wite Adinerna honoured ſoinuch, 

Shee whom 1 faw was .crownd by noble Fame, 
Whom Enuy ſought to {ling,yet could not euch. 


Me thought the meager elfe did fecke bie waics 
To cone vato her bag it would not be; 

Her veniine puriiid by virtues raics, 

Shce pin d and {taru 'd like an Anocomie: : 


While beauteous Pallas with this Lady faire, 
Attended by theſe Nymphs otnoble fame, 

Beheld thoſe woods, thoſe groves, thoſe bow crs rare, 
By which Perguſa, for to hight the name 


Ofthar faire ſpring , his dwelling place & ground; 
And throgn thoſe Helds with ſundry flowers clad, 
Ofſcu rall Icolours, ro adorne the ground, 

And pleaſe the Graces cu'n of the moſt fad : : 


Hetrayld along the woods in wanton wile, 
With ſweet delight to entertaine them all; 
Inuiting them to fit and to deuiſe 


On holy —_—_ at laſt to mind they call 
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The Anthors Dreame. 


The Pſzlms Taoſe rate fweet ſongs which 1/7aels King did frame 
pritten new- Vnto the Father of Eternitic; 


by by the Before his holy wiſedom tooke the name 
oznteſſe Ofgreat Meſſtas,Lord of ynitic, 
Dowager of i 
Penbrooke. 


Thoſe holy Sonnets they did all agree, 

With this moſt louely Lacy herexo fin g3 
That by her noble breaſts ſweet harmony, 
Their muficke might in cares of Angels ring, 


While ſaints like Swans about thisfaluer brook 
Should F7:/2/::-2h ting continually, 
Writing herpraiſcs in th eternall booke: 


Ofcndicilc honour,truc fames memorie, | 


Thus Tin fleop the heauenli ſt muſicke hard, 
That cuer catihly eares did-crtertaine; 
And durſt net wake,for feare to be debard - 
Of what my fences ſought ſill to retaine, 


Yet ſlceping,praid dullSlumber to vnfold-- 
Her noble name, who was of all admired; 
When preſently in drowſie tearmes he told - 
Not onely that,but more than I defired, 


This nymph,quoth he,great Per-brooke hight by name, 
Sifter to valiant S:dzey,whoſe cleere jight 

Giues light to all that iread truepaths of Fame, 
Vhoin the globe of heau'r: doth ſhine ſo bright; 
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SFr Reo Soooes 


That beeing dead, his fame doth him ſuruiue, 
Still living inthe hearrs of worthy men; 

Pale Deathis dead,but he remaincs aliue, 
Whoſe dying wounds reftor'd him life agen, 


And this faire earthly goddeſle which you ſec, 
Bellora and her virgins coe attend; 

In virtuous {tucies of Dininitie, 

Her prctious time continualiy doth ſpend, 


So thata Siſter well {hee may be deemd, 
To him that lin dand aid to nobly; 
Andferre before him 5 to be efteemd 
For virtue, wiledome,lcarning , dignity, 


Whoſe beauteous ſoule hath gain'd a double life, 
Both here on earth,and in the heau'ns aboue, 

Till diſſolution end all worldly ftrife - 

Her bicſled ſpirit remaines,of holy loue, 


Dir-Cing al! by her immortall light, 

In this huge ſea of forrowes, grietes,and feares; 
With contemplation of Gods powrefall might, 
Shce lils the cics,the hearts, the rongues,the Cares 


Of after-comming ages, which ſhall reade 
Herlouczher zeate,her faitt,and pierie; 

The faire imprefſion of whoſe worthy decd, 
Seales her pure ſoule vnto the Deitie, 
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The Authors Dreame. 


That both in Hean'n and Earth it may remaine, 
Crownd with her Makers glory and his loue; 
And this did Father Slumber tell with paine, 
Whoſe dulneſle ſcarce could ſuffer him to moue, 


WhenT awaking left him and his bowre, 
Much grieued that I couldno longer ſtay; 
Scnuclefle was {leepe,not to admit me powre, 


As Thad fpcntthe night to ſpend the day : 


Then had God 1forphic ſhew'd the endof all, 

And what my heart defir d,mine cics had ſeene; 

For as I wak'd me thought IT heard one call 
For that bright Charet lent by /oxes faire Queene, 


Burt thou, baſe cunning thicfe,that robs our ſprits 
Ofhalfe har ſpan of life which yeares doth giuez 
And yet no praiſe ynto thy ſelfe it merits, 

To make aſceming deathin thoſe that liue, 


Yea wickedly thou docſt conſentto death, 
Within thy refifull bedto rob our ſoules; 

In Slumbers bowre thou ſteal'ſt away our breath, 
Yet none there is that thy baſe ſtealths controules, . 


Ifpoore and tickly creatures would imbrace thee, 
Or they to whomthou giuſt a taſte of pleaſure, 
Thou li {t as if Atteons hounds did chaſe thee, 
Or thatto ſtay with them thou hadl(t no leaſure, 
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But though thou haſt depriu'd me of delight, 
By ſtealing from meereI was aware; 

I know I ſhall enioy the ſelfe ſame light, 

Thou hathoo powre my waking ſprites to barre, 


For to this Lady now I will repaire, 

Preſenting her the fruits of idle houres; 

Thogh many Books ſhe writes that aremorerare, 
Yet there is hony inthe meaneſtfloyres; 


Which is both wholeſome, and delights thetaſte : 
Though ſugar be more finer,higher priz'd, 
Yetisthe paincfull Bee no whit diſgrac'd, 

Nor herfaire wax,or hony more deſpiz'd, 


Andrhough that learned damfell and the reſt, 
Haue in a higher ſtyle her Trophie fram'd; 
Yetthcſe vnlearned lines beeing my belt, 
Ofher great wiſcdom can no whit be blam'd, 


And therefore, firſt There preſent my Dreame, 
And next,inuite her Honour to my feaſt; 
Forniy cleare reaſon ſees her by that ftreame, 
Where herrare virtues daily are incrcalt, 


So crauing pardon for this bold attempr, 

I here prefent my mirrour to her view, 
Whoſenoble virtues cannot be exempr, 

My Glafle beeing ſtcele,declares them to be true, 
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And Madame, if you willvouchſafe that grace, 
To grace thoſe flowtes that4prings from virtues ground 


Though your faire mind on worthier workes is plac'd, 
On workes that arc more deepe, and more protaynd; | 


Yet is it nodiſparagement to you, 

Toſce your Sauiour in a Shepheards weed, 
Vnworthily preſented in your viewe, | 
Whoſe worthineſſe will grace each line you reade, 


' Receiuchim hereby my vnworthy hand, 

And reade hispaths of faire humility —_ 
Who though our ſinnes in number paſſe the ſand, 
They all arepurg.d by his Diuinity, 
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e To the Ladie Lucie, Coun- 


teſle ot Bedford. 


| E thinkes I ſee faire Virtue readie ſtand, 
M T wwlocke the cloſet of your lonely breast, © 
Holding the hey of Knowledge in her hand, 
Key of that Cabbine where your ſelfe doth ret, 
Tolet him in,by whom her youth was bleſt : 
T he true-lone of your ſoule,your hearts delight, 
Fairer than all the world in yoar cleare ſight, 


« 


, 


* 
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He that deſcended from celeſtial glory, - 

To taſte of our in firmities and ſorrowes, 

Whoſe heauenly wiſdom read the earthly ſtorie 

Of fraile Humanity which his godhead borrows: 

Loe here he coms all ſtucke with pale deaths arrows: 
Tuwhoſe mot pretions words your ſoule may reads 


Saluation,while he (dying Lord )aoth bleed, 


You whoſe cleare Tudgement furre exceeds my 5kil, 

Vonchſafe toentertame this avirg loner, 

The Ocea;: of true grace,whoſe ſtreames doe fill 

All thoſe with Toy,that can his lone reconcr; 

About this bleſſed Arke bright Angels houer : 
there your faire ſcule may ſure and ſafely reſt, 
When he > ſweetly ſeated in your breſt, | 

: There 


To the Counteſſe of Bedford, 


There may yoar thoughts as ſernants to your heart, 
Gine tree attendance on this loacly gue$t, 
While he doth to that bleſſed bowre impart 
Flowres of freſh comforts ,decke that bed of re, 
with ſuch rich beantics as may make it bleſt : 
And you in whom all raritie 1s found, | 
Alay be with his eternall glory cropnd, | 


To 


Ne 5 562 36 IE II OI 


CF > TOTS 


v 


»), Þþ, CONE: | Ot 
2 TS! BK DLO 
Ls Shy So Ee; By Be? 
TEN PE, en 
ANF I _”; NY RE Bo 
To hes DENT o oy GC FOX 


were oY dog Ca 


Dowager of Cumberland. 
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ys Honoutable and Excellent Lady, I may 
lay with Saint. Peter , Silver nor coll hare 
T none but ſuch as T hamc., tha ris Lou: i or 
hauing neither rich pearles of t India, nor fine. 
gold of Ar abia, nor diamonds ofinettinand 
value;zneither tio olericn wares , Arramaticall Gums , in- 
cenſe , and fiveet odours , w hich. were preſented by thoſe 
Kingly Philoſophers to the babe Telus, I preſent vnto you 
cucn our Lord Icſus himſelfe , whoſe in figir valuc is not to 
be co omprchended within the weake imagination or wit of 
man: and as Saint Peter 2auc health to the cbody, {o Idcliuer 
you the health of the ſoule; which is this nal) pretious* 
pearle ofall perf-ction, this rich diamond of deuotion , this 
nerfe G& gold growing in the veines of that excellent cacth 
OY ras bleſſed Paradice, wherein our ſecond Adimhad 
his rcſtlefſe habitation, The tweet incente, balſums,odours, 

and gummes that Bowes from that bean cifull tree of Life, 

ſprung fi from the roote of Zefſtc , which is fo ſuper-excellent, 

thatit -oiucth oraceto the meancſt & moi Vw orthy hand 
that We: vndertake to write thereof; neither can it receiue 
any » blemu(h thereby : : for as aright diamond can looſe no 
whit ofhis beautic by the blacke foyle vnderneath it,ncj- 
ther by becing placed j inthe cdarke, but retaines his naturall 
beauty and brightneſle ſhining in greater perfe&tion than 
beforc;ſo this moſtpretious diamond, forbea auty and riches 
exceeding all the moſt pretious drarncends and rich jewels 
ofthe w old caarecciuc no blemiſh, nor impeachment, by 
e my 
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To the Counteſſe of Camberland. 
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my yniworthy hand wiiting; but wil with the Sunne retaine © ff. 
his owne brightneſlc and ;nolt glorious luſtre, though ne- | 
uer ſo many blind eyes looke vpon him. Therefore good 
Madame, to the moſt perfect eyes of yotr yncerſtanding, I 
deliuer the incflinable treaſure ofall eleRted ſoules, to bee 
peruſed at conucnicnt times z as alſo, the mirrour of your 


molt worthy minde , which may remaine inthe world ma- ; 

ny yeares longcr than your Honeur,or my-felfe can liue,to 

be a kebtvnto thoſe that come after,deſiring to tread in the ; 
2 > S 


narrow path of virtue, that leads the way to heauen, In 
which way, Ipray God ſend your Honour long to conti- 
nue,that your jight may fo ſhine before men, that they may | 
gloritie your father which is in Heauen : and that] and ma- þ 
ny others may follow you in the fame tracke. So wiſhing | 
you in this world all increaſe ofhealth and honour , andin 

the world to come life eucrlaſting, I reſt, | 
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« Tothe Lodi Katherine Coun- 
relle of Suffolke. 


Lthough, great Lady,it may ſeeme right {f FARCE, 
That 1 a ſtranger ſhould preſume thits farre, 
Towrite to you;yer as the times doe change, 

| Soare we ſubiett to that futall ſfarre, 

; Vider the which wewereproduc'd to breath, 

q That ſtarre that onides vs even vatill eur death. 
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Ard gnided me to frame this worke of grace, 
Not of it ſelfe.but by celcſi fie powres, 
To which both that and wee muſt needs gine "os ce, 
Sincewhat we hane, we carnot count it our 
For health, wealth honour, Grhrwel abnh Fall, 


1s in Goas powre, which makes vs rife ana fall, 


* 


And fruce his pou hath ginen me powre towrite, 
A ſubjet t fit for you to looke Upon, 
1Vhereia your ſor le may take 5; preg. be 
1,” hez | er b; 70 bt e) COS b, -bolds that holy 07C 
| By wes ſe great wiſedome, lone,and ſpeciall Facts ©. 
Shee was created to behold his ; face, 


[onchk{afe feet Lady, FO Arcep t theſel mes, 

H it bj a Fas wdihar doth aeſire to doe 

Ali ſeruices to you whoſe worth combines 
7 he worihs [minds to lore and honoar you : 
1hoſe beat ie, iſe dome, children, high eſtate, 


Doc &li concurre to make you; fortin; te. 
f 


To the Countefle of Suffolke, 
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But chiefly your moſt honorable Lord, | 

Whoſe noble virtues Fame can a "3 

His hand veing alwayes ready to affor 

Help to the weake,to the unfortunate : | 
All which begets more honour and refþett, 
Than Creeſlus wealth, or Cxlars fterne a5pett. 


eAndrightly ſheweth that hee is deſcended 
Of honourable Howards antient houſe, 
Whoſe noble deedes by former times commended, 
Do now remaine in your moſt loyall Spouſe, 
On whom God powres all bleſſmgs from aboue, 
tealth honour, children aad 4 warthy Lone; 


Which is more deare to him than all the reſt, 

You being the loning Hinde and pleaſant Roe, 

Wife of his youth,in whayn his ſoule is bleſt, 

Fowntaine from whence) his chiefe delights do flow, 
Faire tree from which the fruit of Honor ſprings, 
Heere Ipreſent to you the King of kings : 


Deſiring you to take aperfit view,. 

Of thoſe great torments Patience did indare; 

And reape thoſe ( omforts that belongs to you, 

which his mo$t painful death did then aſſure : 
Writing the Couenant with his pretious blood, 


That yorr faire ſoule might bathe her in that flood. 


e Ad let your noble daughters likewiſe reade 
This little Booke that 1preſent to you; 
On heancnly food let them vouchſafe to feede; 
Heere they may ſee a Louer much more true 
Than eaer was ſince firSt the world began, 
T t:zs poore rich King that did both God and man, 
Yea, 
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Yea, let thoſe Ladies which do repreſent 

All beauty wiſedome,zeale,and lone, 

Receine this iewell from Tehoua ſent, 

T hes ſpotleſſe Lambe, thzs perfit patient Done : 
Of whom faire Gabriel, Gods bright Mercury, 
Brought downe ameſſage from the Deitie, 


Here may they ſee him in a flood of teares, | 
Crowned with tharnes,and bathing in his blood; 


Here may they fee his feares exceed all feares, 


' When Heagen in Inſtice flat againſt him ſtood : 


And loathſome death with grim and gaſtly look, 
Preſented him that blacke infernall booke, 


therein the fiunes of all the world were writ, 

In deepe Charatters of due puniſhment ; 

And naught but dying breath could cancel it + 

Shame, death, and hell muſt make the attonement 2 
5 hewing their enidence,ſeizin Fg Won gfrl R ight, 
Placing heau'ns Beauty in deaths darkeſt night, 


Yet through the ſable Clowd:s of Shame & Death, 
H1s beauty ſhewes more clearer than before; 
Death loſt his ſtrength when he did looſe his breath; 
As fire ſuppreſt doth ſhine and flame the more, 
Soin Deaths aſhie pale drſcoloured face, 
Freſh beaitty ſhin'a, yeelding farre greater grace, 


No Dane wo Swangnor Int ric could Cormpare 
T 7x7 Ny . 5 6 7 4 
With this faire corps when twas by death imbraCd; 
Wo roſe,nor no vermillion halfe fo faire 
| : 
As was that pretions blood that iuterlac d 
His body which bright Azgels did attend, 


Vaiting on him that muſt to Heauen a ſcend, 
e 2 Ti: 


. To the Counteſſe of Suffolke, 
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Tn whom ts all that Ladies can deſire; 
If Beauty who hath bin more faire than he ? 
If Wiſedome doth not all the world admire 
7 he depth of hes, that caunot ſearched be ? 
If wealth if honour,fame,or Kingdoms ſtore, 
ho ener lid that was poſſeſt of more ? 
\ 


Tf zealc,if encre gan pictie , | 
If conſtaucie,iffaith,if faire cbedrence, ; 
If valonr,patience,or ſobrictic; | 
If chaſt bchattiour meekeneſſe,continence, 

If iuſtice nercie,bountic, charitie, 

1/ho can comparewith his Diuinitie ? 


whoſe vertues more than thoughts can apprehend, 
Tleaue to their more cleerc imagination, 
That will vouchſafe their borrowed time to ſpend 
Ti meditating,and in contemplation 
Of his rare parts,true honours faire proſpetl, 
: 


7 he perfett line that goodneſſe dath dirett, 


Aud wnto you T wiſh thoſe ſweet deſires, 

That from your perfett thoughts dee deily ſpring, 

Increaſing ſtillpure,bright and holy fires, | 

which ſparkes of pretions grace by faith doe ſpring: 
Mounting your ſoule vntoeternall reſt , 


There to live happily among the beſt, 
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I O you I dedicate this worke ffs 


This fro me of Glory which I have netted. 

4 For yout faire mind I hold the fitteſt place, 

\W ber e virtue ſhouldbefetled & protected; 

Ifhiphc{tthoughts true honor do imbrace,, 
FSA And holy "Wiſdom is of themreſpetted : 

Then in this Mirrour let your faire cyes looke, 

To view your virtues in this bleſſed Booke, 


Bick by our Sauiours merits, ,not my skil, 

wW kick I acknow ledge to be very {inall; 

Yet ifthe leaſt part of his blefled Will 

I hauc perform d,TI count I have done all : 

One ſparke of grace ſufficient is to ill 

Our Lawpes with oyle ,IeaGy when he doth call 
To cnt-r with the Bridegroome to the fealt, 
Where he thar is the oceatell may belcaſt, 


 Creatneſle is no ſire frame to build vpon; 
No worldly trcaſure can aſture that place; 
God makes both eucn,the Cotta oe withthe T] ron 6 
All worldly honours there are counted bale; 
. Thoſe he holds deare,and reckneth as his ow ne, 
Whole virtuous deeds by tis eſpecially grace 
Houe gain'd his loue, bis kingdome,anc! ki5 crowne, 
Whom! inthe booke of Life he hath tct down, 
Titles 
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| To | the Counteſſe of Dorcet, 
- Titles ofhonour which the world beftowes, 
' To none butto the virtuous doth belong; 
As beautcous bowres where true worth ſhould repoſe, 
Andwhere his dwellings ſhould be built mott ftrong : 
But when they are beſtow'd vpon her foes, 
' Poore virtues friends indure the greateſt wrong : 


For they muſt fuffer all indignity, 
Vntill in heau'n they better graced be, 


What difference was there when the world began, | 
Was it not Virtue that diſtinguiſht all ? | 
All ſprang but from one woman and one man, | 
Then how doth Gentry come to riſc and fall ? : 
Or who is he that very rightly can : 
Diſtinguiſh ofhis birth,or tell at all, 

In what meane ſatc his Anceſtors haue bin, 
Before ſome one of worth did honour win ? 


Whoſe ſucceſſors, although they bearc his name, 
| Poſſeſſing not theriches ofthis 1 tinde, 
How doe weknow they ſpring out of the fame 
True ſtocke of honour, becing not ofthatk; d? | 
It is faire virtue gets immortall fame, / 
Tis that doth all Joue and duty bind : 
Ifhe that much enjoyes,doth little good, 
We may luppolc he comes not of that blood, 


Nor is hefit for honour, or command, 

If baſe affections ouer-rulcs his mind; 

Or that ſelfe-will doth carry ſuch a hand, 

As worldly pleaſures hauc the powre to blind 

Soas he cannot ſee,nor ynderſtand 

How to diſcharge that placeto him aſſign'd : 
GodsStewards mult for all the poore prouide, 


If Gods houſe they purpole to abide. 
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To the Cornteſſe of Dorcet, 
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To you,as to Gods Steward I doe write, 

In whom the ſeeds of virtue haue bin fa wne, 

By your moſt wofthy mother,in whoſe right, 

All her faire parts you challenge as your own; 

Ifyou,tweet Lady will appe arc 2s bright 

Aseuer creature did thattime hath know ne, 
Then weare this Diadem T preſent to thee, 
Whicn I haue fram'd for her Eternitic 


You are the Hzire ap parant ofthis Crowne 
Ofrgoodneſle,bountie, grace, lou, pictic, 
By ' birth irs yours chen keepe i it as your owne, 
Defend it from all baſe indignitie; 
The right your Mother hath to it,is knowne 
Beſt va you , who reapr ſuch f-uit thereby : 
This Monument of her faire worth retaine 
In your pure mind , and keepe it from al Naine. 


And as your Anceſtors at firſt poſſeſt 

Their honours, for their honourable deeds, 

Lettheir faire virtues ncuer be tr ankgrett, 

Bind vp the broken , ſtop the wounds thar blec 

Succour the poore, comfortthe comfortleſle, 

Cheriſh faire plants, ſupprefle vn holſons weeds; 
Alchogh baſe pelfe do chance to come in place, 
Yet lettrue worth recceiue your greateſt £racc. 


So ſhal you je fom whence you are defecndea, 
Andleoue te > allpoſterities your fame, 
Sl my vour virtues al:waics be commenac«, 
And eucry one wil {| FEUCTENCC Your name; 
So chasp: zorc worke of mine ſhalbe defended 
From any {c: anda {all that the world can frame : 

Al ndyoung o10710us Actor ge 277 pearc 
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' To the Cornteſſe of Dorcer, 


CER RKEENER ITE 
I know right well theſe are but needleſlelines, | 
To you,that are ſo perfeCt in your part, 
Whoſe birth and education both combines ; 
Nay more than both,apure and godly heart, 
So well inftructed to ſich faire deſignes, 
By your deerc Mother,that there needs no art : 
Your ripe diſcretion in your tender yeares, 
By all your actions to the world appeares, 


I doe but ſet acandle in the ſunne, 
And addeone drop of water to the ſea, 
Virtue and Beautie both together run, 
When you were borne, within your breaſt to ſtay; 
Their quarrell ceaſt,which long before begun, 
They liue inpeacec,and all doc them obey : 
In you faire Madamc,are they richly plac'd, ' 
Whereall theirworth by Eternity 1s grac'd, 


You goddeſle-like vnto the world appeare, 
Inricht with more than fortune can beſtowe, 
Goodneſle and Grace,which you doc hold more deere 
Than worldly wealth, which melts away like ſnowe; 
Your pleaſure is the word of Godto heare, | 
That his moſt holy precepts you may know : 
Your greateſt honour,faire and virtuous deeds, 
Whichfrom the loue and feare of God proceeds. 


Thercfore to you(good Madame)] preſent 

His louely loue,more worth thanpurcſt gold, 

Who for your fake his pretious blood hath ſpent, 

His death and paſſhon here you may behold, 

And view this Lambe,that to the world was ſent, 

Whom your faire ſoule may'in her arines infold : 
Louing his loue,that did endure ſuch paine, 
That you in heauen a worthy place might gaine. . 
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| Tathe Connteſſe of Dorcet. 
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yy; 
For well you knowe,this world is but a Stage 
Where all doe play their parts,and muſt be gone; 
Here's no reſpect of perſons, youth,nor age, 
Death ſcizeth all, he ncuer ſpareth one, 
None canpreuent or ſtay that tyrants rage, 
But Teſus Chriſt the Tuſt : By him alone 

He was orecome, He open let the dore 

To Eternall life,ne're ſeene,nor knowne before, 


He is the ſtone the builders did refuſe, 

Which you,ſfiveet Lady,areto build vpon; 

He is the rockethat holy Church did chuſe, 

Among which number,you muſt needs be one; 

Faire Shephcardeſle,tis you thathe will vſe _ 

To feet his flocke, that truſt in him alone : 3 
All wordly blefſings he vouchſafes to you, | 


That to the poore you may returne his due, 


Andifdeferts a Ladies loue may gaine, A 
Then tell me, who hath more deſeru'd than he? 
Thercfore in recompence of all his paine, 
Beltowe your painesto reade,and pardon me, 
"Trout of wants,or weakenefſle of my braine, 
I haue not done this worke ſufficiently; 
Yer lodge himin theclofer of your heart, 
Whoic worrhis morethan can be ſhew'd by Art, 
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TO THE VERTVOVS 


Reader. 


Fren haue I heard,that it is the property of ſome wo- 

men, not only to emulate the virtues 13aperfettions 

of the reſf,but alſo by all their powers of ull ſpeaki9, 

ro ecclipſe the brightnes of their deſerned fame:now 

contrary to this cuſtome , which ez: T hope v3inſtly lay to 

their charge,T hane written this ſmall volume,or little booke, 

for the generall uſe of all virtuous Ladies and Gentlewomen 
of this kingdome; and in commendation of ſome particular 

perſons of our owne ſexe, ſuch as for the moſt part, are ſo welt 
krowne 10 my ſelfe,and others, that 1 dare vndertake Fame 
dares xot to call any better, And this hane I dove, to make 

kzowne to the world,that all women deſerne not to be blamed 

though ſome forgetting they are women themſelnes , and in 

danger tobe condemned by the words of their owne monthes, 

fall into ſogreat anerronr , as to ſprahe vnaduiſedly againſt 
the reſt of their ſexegwhich if it be true , I amperſwadeA they 

can ſhew their owne imperfection in nothing more: and there- 

fore could wiſh(for their owne eaſe.modeſties and credit )they 
world referre ſuch points of folly,to bepratti ſed v; exull drſpo- 

ſed men who forgetting they were borne of women ,nounrithed 
of-wozmen,and that if it were not by the means of wen, they 

world be quite extingziſhed oat of the world , and a friall ende 

of them all, doe lhe Vipers deface the wombes wherein they 

were bred, onely to gine way and vtterance ro their wart of 

diſcretion and goodneſſe, Such as theſe, were they that a;jkho- 

noured Chriſt his Apoſtles aud Prophets , putting them ta 

ſhameful daths. T herefore we are :.ot to regard any impata= 
tio:s,that they vadeſernedly lay pon ws, 9 otherwiſe than 

tomahe wvſe of them to our owne benefiis , as ſpurres tover- 

tie making vs jlie all occaſions tht 7145 color their ine 
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To the Reader, 
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ſpecches topaſſe currant.Eſpeciallzconſidering that they haue 
tempted eucn the patience of God himſelfe, who gawe power to 
wiſe and virtuous women, tobring downe theirpride and ar- 
rogancie, As was cruell Cefarus by the diſcreet connſell of no- 
ble Deborah, ſudge and Propheteſſe of Iſracl : and reſolution 
of Jael wife of Heber the Kenite : wicked Haman , by the di- 
zine prayers and prudent proceedings of beautifull Heſter ; 
blaſphemons Holofernes, by the inuincible conrage,rare wiſ- 
dome ,and confident carriage of ludeth : & the wninſt Indges, 
by the inuocency of chaſt Suſanna :with infinite others which 
for breuitte ſake 1 will omit. As alſo in reſpett it pleaſed our 


Lord and Sauiour Ieſus Chriſt, without the aſſiſtance of man, 


becing free from originall and all other fines, from the time 
of his conception,till the howre af hes death , to be begotten of a 
woman,borne of a woman nouriſhed of a woman obedient to a 
woran;and that he healed woman, pardoned women , comfor- 


ted women : yea, enen when he was in his greateſt agonie and © 


bloodie ſweat, going tobe crucified , and alſo inthe laſt houre 
of his death,tooke care to diſpoſe of a woman: after his reſyr- 
reCtionappeareil firſt to a woman, ſent awoman to declare his 
moſt glorious reſurrettion to the reſt of his Diffples, Hany 
orher examples I conldalleadge of diners fanhfull and virtu- 
045 women ,who han in all ages , not onely beene Confeſſors, 
but alſo indured moſt cruel martyrdome for their faith in Te- 
ſus Chriſt. All which #s ſufficient to mforce all good Chriſti- 
ans and nowourable minded men to ſpeake renerently of ot 
ſexe, andeſpecially of all virtuous and good women. To the 
modeſt [eiſures of both which, refer theſe my imperfebt in- 
aranours, knowing that according to their owne excellent di- 
ſpoſitions they will rather , cheriſh , nouriſh, and increaſe the 
lzaſt (parks of virtue where they findit , by their fanourable 
aud boſ* interpretations, than quench it by wrong canſiretl:. 
04:5. 7 o whom wiſh all increaſe of virtse,, and'deſire titty 
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Ith Cy»thiais aſcended to that reft 
Ofendleſle joy and true Eternitie, 
That glorious place that cannot be exprett 
By any wight cladin mortalitie, 
In her almighcie love ſo highly blcR, 
And crown'd with everlaſting Sov' raigntie ; 
Where Saints and Angclls do attend her Throne, 
And ſhe gives glorie ynto God alone, 


© To thee great Countefſe now T will applic The 1. 
My Pen, to write rhy never dying fame; IMarvaret 
That when to Heav'n thy blefled Soulc ſhall flie, Co wntelſe 
Theſclineson carth record thy revercnd name : Tad of 
Andro this tasYc I meane my Muſcto tic, (tm Fa Fe 


Though wanting skill I ſhall but purchaſe blamc: 
Pardon (deere Ladie) want of womans wit 
\ Topenthypraile, when few can cquall it, 


Andpardon (Madame) though I do not write 
Tholc praiſctull lines of that delightfull place, Y 
As you commaunded me in that faire night, | 
When ſhining Phebe gave ſo great a grace, 
Preſenting Paradice to your ſweet fight, 
Vatolding all the beauty of her face 
With pleaſant groves, hills, walks and ſtately trees, 
Waich pleaſures withretired minds agrees, - 
Whoſe 


| | Salue Deus Rex Fr: 
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Whole Eagles eyes behold the glorious Sunne 

Ofthall-creating Providence, refle&ting 

His blefled beames onall by him, begunne; 

Incrcafing, {trengrhning, guiding and direQtin 

All worldly creatures their due courſe to runne, 

Vato His powrctull pleaſure all ſubjecting: 
Andthou (deere Ladie) by his fpcciall grace, 
Intheſc his creatures deft behold his face. 


Whoſe all-reviving beautie, yeelds ſuch joyes 
To thy ſad Soule, plunged in waves of woe, 
Thar worldly pleaſures ſecmes to thee as toyes, 
Onely thou ſcek ſt Eternitic to know, 
Reſpecting not the infinite annoyes 
That Satan to thy well-ſtaid mind can ſhow; 
Ne can he quench in thee, the Spirit of Grace, 
Nor draw thee from bcholding Heavens bright face, 


Thy Mind fo perfe&t by thy Maker fram'd, 

No vaine delights can harbour inthy heart, . 

With his ſweet love, thou art ſo much inflam'd, 

As ofthe world thou ſeem'(t to have no part; 

'So,love him ill, thou need {tnot be aſhami'd, 

Tis He that made thee, what thou wert,andart : 
Tis He that dries all teares from Orphans cies, 


And heares from he av'n the wofull widdows cries. 


Tis He that doth behold thy inward cares, 
And will regardthe ſorrowes of thy Soule ; 
Tis He that guides thy feet from Sathans ſnares, 
And in his Wiſedome, doth thy waies controule : 
He through affiiCtions, ſtillthy Minde prepares, 
And all thy glorious Trialls will enroule : 

That when darke daies of terror ſhall appeare, 


Thou as the Sunne ſhalrſhine ; ox much more cleare. 
. * The 
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| The Heay'ns ſhall periſh as a garment olde, 

Or as a veſture by the maker chang'd, 

And ſhall depart,as when a skrowleis rolde; 

Yetthou from him ſhalt neuer be eftrang'd, 

When He ſhall come in glory,that was {olde | 

For all our finnes ; we happily are chang'd, 
Who for our faults put on his righteouſneſle, 


Although full oft his Lawes we doetranſgrefle. 


Long maiſt thou joy in this almighrie loye, 
Long may thy Soule be pleaſing in his ſight, 
Long mai'ftthou have true comforts from above, 
Long mai'lt thou ſet on him thy whole delight, 
Andpariently endure when he doth proue, 
Knowingthat He will ſurely do thee right : 

Thy parience, faith, long ſuffring,and thy loye, 

He will reward with comforts from above. 


With Majcſtie and Honour is He clad, 
Anddeck'd with light,as with a garment faire; 


} He joyes the Meeke,and makesthe Mightic fad, 

Pp Pulls downe the Prowd, and doth the Humble reare : 
b-. Who ſces this Bridegroome, neyer can be ſad; 

; None lives that can his wondrous workes declarc: 


| Yca,looke how farre the Eftis from the Well, 
; So farre he {ets our finnes that have tranſgrelſt, 


. Herides vponthe wings of all the windes, 
And ſpreads the heav'ns with his allpowrefull hand 
; Oh! who can looſe when the Almightic bindes ? 
Or in his angry preſence dares to ftand? : 
 Heſcarchcth outthe ſecrets ofall mindes; 
All thoſe that fearc hin, ſhall poſſefſe the Land : 
He is excecding glorious to bchold, 
| Anticnt of Times; fo faire, andyer ſoold, 
- | A 2 
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He ofthe watry Cloudes his Chariot frames, 
And makes his bleſſed Angels powrefull Spirits, 
His Miniſters are fcarcfull ttery flames, 
Rewarding all according to thei merits 5 
The Righteous for an heritage he claimes, 
And regiſters the wrongs ot humble ſpirits : 
_ . Hills meltlike wax, in preſence ofthe Lord, 
So do all ſinners, in his ſight abhorr'd, 


Hein the waters laics his chamber beames, 
Andcloudes of darkenefle compaſle him about, 
Conſuming fire ſhall goe beforein fireames, 
And burne vp all his cn'mies round about : 
Yet on theſe Iudgementsw orldlings never dreames, 
Nor of theſe daungers never ſtand in doubt: 
While he ſhall reſt within his holy Hill, 
That lives and dics according to his Will. 


But woe to them that doublc-hearted bee, | 

Who with their tongues the righteous Soules doe ſlay ; 

Bending their bowesto ſhoot at all they ec, 

With vpright hearts their Makerto obay; 

And ſecretly doe lettheir arrowes flee, 

To wound:rue hearted people any way: 
The Lord wil roote them our that Jeake prowd things, 
Deccitfull rongues are bur falſe Slanders wings, 


Froward are the vngodly from their berth, 
No fooner borne, but they doe goe aſtray; 
The Lord will roote them out from off the carth, 
And givethemto their en'mies for apray, 
As venemous as Serpents is their breath, 
With poylned lies to hurt in what they may 
The Innocent : who as a Dove ſhall flie 
Vnto the Lord,that he his.caule may trie.. 


The 
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The righteous Lord doth righteouſneſſe allow, 

His countenance will beholdthe thing that's juſt; 

Vnto the Meanc he makes the Mightie bow, 

And raiſcthvp the Poore out of the duſt: 

Yet makes no count to vs, nor when,nor how, | 

But powres his grace on all, thatpurs their truſt F 

In him : that never will their hopes betray, | 
Nor lets them periſh that for merciepray.. 


He ſhall within his Tabernacle dwell, 

Whoſe life is yneorrupt before the Lord, 

Who no yntrueths of Innocents dothtell, 

Nor wrongs his neighbour, nor in deed, nor word, 

Nor in his pride with malice ſeems to ſwell, 

Nor whets his tongue more ſharper than a ſword, 
To wound the reputation ofthe Tult ; 
Nor ſeckes tolay their gloric in the Duſt, 


That great thova King ofheay'n and earth, 
Willraine downe fire and brimſtone from aboye, 
Vpon the wicked monſters in their berth 

That forme and rage at thoſe whom he doth love: 
Snares, ſtormes,andtempeſts h2 will raine,and dearth, 
Becauſc he will him{e!fe almightie prove : 

| And this ſhall be their portion they ſhall drinke, 
That thinkes the Lord is blind when he doth winke, 


Pardon (good Madanie) though T have digreſt ' Tothe Co 
From wharz I doc intend to writc of thee, teſſe of Cu 
To let his glorie forth whom thou lov't beſt, berlard, 
Whoſe wondrous works no mortall eje can ce ; : 
His ſpeciall carc,on thoſe whom he hath bleſt 
From wicked worldlings,bow he ſets them free: 
And how ſuchpeople he aoch overthrow 
Inall their waies, tha they his powre may know. 


A3 The 
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The meditation ofthis Monarchs love, 
Drawes thee from caring what this worid can yield; 
Of oyes and gricfes both equall thou doſtprove, 
They have no force, to force thee from the field : 
Thy conſtant faith hke to the Turtle Dove 
Continues combat, and will never yield 

To baſe affliction ; or prowd pomps deſire, 

That ſets the weakeſt mindes ſo much on fire, 


Thou from the Court to the Countrie attretir'd, 
Leaving the world, before the world leaves thee:: 
That great Enchantreſle of weake mindes admir'd, 
Wholeall-bewitching charmes lo pleafing be' 
To worldly wantons ; and too much defir'd 
Ofthoſe that care not for Eternitie: 
But yeeld themſelves as preys to Luſt and Sinne, 
Loofſing their hopes of Heay'n Hell paines to winne, 


Butthou, the wonder of our wanton age 

Leay'Rall delights to ſerve a heav'nly King: 

Who is more wiſe? or who can bemore ſage, 

Than ſhe that doth Aﬀection ſubject bring ; 

Ow forcing for the world,or Satans rage, 

t ſhrowding vnder the Almighties wing ; 
Spending her yeares, moneths,daies,minutes, howres, 
In doing lervice tothe heav nly powres, 


Thou faire example, live without compare, 
With Honours triumphs ſcated in thy breaft; 
Pale Envy never canthy name empaire, 
When in thy heart thou harbour {t ſucha gueſt : 
Malice mult live for ever in diſpaire ; 
There's no revenge where Virtue ſtill doth reſt : 
All hearts muſt needs do homage vnto thee, 
In whom all cics ſuch race perfection ſee, | 
That 


Salue Deus Rex Judzorum. 
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That outward Bcautic which the world commends, eAn Inves | 
Is not the ſubject T will write ypon, five againf 
Whoſe date expir'd, that tyrant Time ſoone ends, outwardbe 
Thoſe gawdie colours ſoone are ſpent and gone: ty vnacco | 
But thoſe faire Virtues which on thee attends panied with 
Are alwaics freſh , they neverare but one: virtue, 


They make thy Bcautie fairer to behold, 
| Than was that Queenes for whom prowd Troy was fold, 


As for thoſe matchleſſe colours Red and White, 
Or pcrfit features in a fadivg face , 
Or due proportion pleaſing to the fight; 
All theſe doe draw but dangers and diſgrace: 
A mindenrich'd with Virtue, ſhines more bright, 
Addes everlaſting Beauty, gives true grace, 
Frames an jmmortall Goddeſle on the carth, 
Who though ſhe dies, yet Faine gives her new berth, 


That pride of Nature which adornes the faire, 

Like blafing Comets to allure all cies, 13 

Is but the thred, that weaves their web of Care, 

Who glories moſt, where mott their danger lics; 

For greateſt perills do attend the faire, 

When men do ſecke, attempt, plot and deviſe, 
How they may overthrow the chaſtclt Dame, 
Whoſc Beautie is the White whereat they aim. 


Twas Beautic bred in T7oy the ten ycares ſtrife, 
Andcatricd Heller from her lawfull Lord ; 
Twas Beautie made chaſte Lrcrcce looſe her life, 
For which prowd Targ#izs fat was fo abhorr'd: 
Beautic the cauſe Antonizres wrong d his wife, 
Which could not be decided but by ſword: 

Great Cleopatracs Beautic and detets 

Did worke Oitaviges wrongs, and his negleRs, 
| What - 


Salue Deus Rex Iudzrum. 
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What fruit did yeeld that faire forbidden tree, 
But blood, diſhonour,infamie,and ſhame ? 
Poore blinded Queene,could'ſt thou no better ſee , 
'But cntertaine diſgrace, in ſtead of tame? 
'Doe theſe deſignes with Maieſtic agree ? 
To ſtainethy blood,and blot thy royall name, 
That hcart that gave conſent ynto this ill, 
Did give conſent that thou thy ſelfe ſhould'ſt kill, 


FF Roſa- @Faire Roſamurd,the wonder of hertime, 
a, Had bin much fairer,had ſhee not bin faire; 
Beautic betraid her thoughts,aloft to clime, 
To build Rrong caſtles in vncertaine aire, 
Where cvinfeRion ofa wanton crime 7 
Did worke her fall; firſt poyſon,then deſpaire, 
— With double death did kill herperiur'd foule, 
When heaucnly Iuſtice did her finne controule, 


pf Matilda, CHoly Matilda ina hapleſſe houre | 
3 Was borne to ſorow and to diſcontent, 
Beauty the cauſe that turn'd her Sweet to Sowre, 
While Chaſtity ſought Folly to preuent. 
Luſtfull King Joh» refus'd,did vic his powre, 
By Fire and Sword, to compaſle his content: 
Burt Friends diſgracc,nor Fathcrs baniſhment, 
Nor Death it {clfe,could purchaſc her conſent, 
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Here Beauty inthe height of all perfeHtion, 
Crown'd this faire Creatures eucrlaſting fame, | 
Whoſe noble ininde did ſcorne the baſe ſubic&ou 
Of Fearcs,or Fauours,to impaire her Name: BY 
By hcaucnly grace,ſhe had fuch true direction, LP 
To dic with Honour,not to liuein Shame; 

And drinke that poyſon with a cheereſull heert, 

That could all Heavenly grace to her impart. ny 
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C This Grace great Lady,doth poſlefle thy Soule, To the Ladie. 
And makes theepleafing in thy Makers fight; of Cumber= 
"This Grace doth all imperfect Thoughts controule , land the In- 
Directing thce to ſerye thy God aright; trodattion to 
Still reckoning him,the Husband of thy Soule, the paſſion of 
Which is moltpretious in his glorious fight : Christ, 


Becauſe the Worlds delights ſhee doth denie 
For him,who for her ſake youchſaf''d to die, 


Md ONT. 


And dying made her Dowager of all; 

Nay more,Co-heire of that cternall blifſe 

; That Angels loſt,and We by 4dams fall; 

; ' Meecrc Caſt-awaics,rais'd by a /udas kiſte, 

Chritts bloody ſivear,the Vineger,and Gall, 

The Spcare,Sponge, Nailes, his buftcting with Fiſts, 
4 His bitter Paſſon,Agony,and Death, 


_ Did geainevs Heaucn when He did looſc his breath, 

| C Theſc high deſerts invites my lowely Muſe A preamble 
| To write of Him,and pardon craue of thee, of the Au- 
, For Time fo fpent,I need make no exculie, thor before 
Knowing it doth with thy faire Minde agree the Paſſion. 
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So well,as thou no Labour wilt refuſe, 
That to thy holy Loue may pleaſing be: 
His Death and Pafſion ] deſire to write, 
| Aud thee to reade,the blefled Soulcs delight, 
Bu: my deare Muſe, now whither wouldR”t thou flie, 
; Aboue the pitch of thy appointed {traine ? 
Vith 1carzs thou ſeckelt now to tric, 
Nor waxen wings,but thy poore barren Braine, 
Which farre too wezke,thcſe fiely lines deicrie 
Yet cannotthis thy forward Mind refiraine, - 
Bur thy poore Infant Vette mult foare aloft, 
Not fearing threat'ain g dangers, nappening off, 
IF 
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Thinke when the cye of Wiſdomſhall diſcover 

Thy weakling Mule to flie,thar ſcarce could creepe, 

And inthe Ayreaboue the Clowdes to hover, 

When better 'twere mued vp,and fait aſleepe; 

They lthinke with Phaeton, thou canſtne'rrecover,' 

But helplefſe with that pooxte yong Lad to weepe ; 
The little World of thy weake Wit on fire, 
Where thou wilt periſh in thine owne deſire, 


But yet the Weaker thou docſtſecme to be 
In Sexc,or Sence,the morc his Glory ſhines, 
That doth infuze ſuch powrcfull Grace jnthce, 
To ſhew thy Lovein theſc few humble Lines; : | 
The Widowes Mytc,with this may well agree, 
Herlittle AU more worth than-golden mynes, 
Becing more deerer to our loving Lord, 
Than all the wealth that Kingdoms could afford, 


Therefore Thumbly for his Grace will pray, 
That he will give me Power ati Strengthro Write, 
That whatIhaue begun,fo end I may, 
As his great Glory may appeare more bright; 
Yeain theſe Lines I may no further ſtray, 
Than his moſtholy Spirit ſhall give me Light z 
That blindeſt Weakenefle be not over-bold, 
The manner ofhis Paſſion to vrfold, 


In other Phraſes than may well agrce 
With-his pure Doctrine,and moti holy Writ, 
That Heavens cleare eye and all the World may ſee, 
I ſceke his Glory, rather than to get 
The Vulgars breath,the ſeed of Vanitie, 
Nor Fames Jowd Trumpet careI to admit; 

But rather ftrive in plaincſt Words to ſhowe, 

The Matter which ] {ecke to yndergoe, 
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A Matter farre beyond my barren skill, 
To ſhe, with any Life ths map of Death, 
This Storiezthat whole Worlds with Bookes would fill, 
In theſe few Lines, wv iilpar me out of breath, 
To run fo {fw ittly vp this mightic Hill, 
I may behold it withthe eye of Faith ; 
Bur to preſeptthis pure vaſported Lambe, 
I mult confefle,] farre ynworthy am, 


Yetifhne TAPE] !luminate my Spirit, 

And give we Vita m from bis holy Hil, 

That I may Write part of his glorious Merit, 

Tfhe vouchſee to onde my Hand an dQuill, 

To ſhew his Death , by which we doe inherit 

Thoſe cnulefle Toyes that all our hearts doe fill ; 
Then will I tell of that fad blacke fac'd Night, 
Whoſe mourning Mantlecovered Heavenly Light, 


C That very Night our Saviour was betrayd, Here begi 
Ob night! exceeding all the nights of ſorrow, the Paſſion 
When our moſt bleſſed Lord,although dilnay d, Chrift, 


Yet world not he one Minutes reſpite borrow, 
But to Morn Clines went choughtore afraid, 
To welcome Night, and entertaine the Morrow: 
And as he oft ynto that place dic! goe, 
So did he now,to mectehis long nurft woe, 


He told his deere Diſciples,that they all 
Should bc as by him thar ſe lte night; 
His Gricfe was great, and theirs conid noc be (mall, 
To ck hin oo was their ſole Delight; 
Saint Peter thought his Faxh could neuer fall, 
No mote could happ enmnfoclearea Sen: : 

Which made bes tay, Though a! all men were offended, 

Yet vv vould henevcr, though his life were ended, 

"B 2 But ; 
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But his deare Lord made anſwere, Thar before 
The Cocke did crowe,he ſhould deny him thrice; 
This could not choolk but gricue him _ ſore; 
"ani hot Loue ſhould proouc more cold han Ice, 

enying him he didfor much adore; 
= imperfeCtion in himfciic hc ſpies, 

Bur faith againe,uwith him hee1fur ely di2, 
Rather than 1 his deare MaPer once denie, 


Andall thereſt (did likewiſe ſay the ſane) 

Of his Dilciples, acthatioflancti ime; 

Bur yet poore Peter, he was molt too blame, 

Thar th ought : Rs themall, by Faithto clime: 

His ford ipcech inflicted Gave and ſhame, 

When W' 1c oms cycs aid looke and checke bs crime ? 
Who Gid forciec,and toldithim before, 
Yet would he needs aucrreit imorc and more, 


Now went our Lord vnto that holy pace, 

Sweet Gethſemaine hallowed by hisp vreſence, 

That blefled Garden,which did now ts acc 

His holy corps, yet ld make no defence 

Againſt thoſc Vipers, obiects of diſgrace, 

w Thich {ought that pure eternal] Loucto quench : 
Here his Diſciples willed he to (lay, 


Whillt he wear further, where het ncant to pray, 


None were admitted with their Lord to goc, 

Bur Peter,and the ſonnes of Zebed' es, 

To tim good 7eſzzs opened all his woe, 

He gaue then Sous his ſorows to diſcuſle, 

His deepeſt g ericfes,he did nog fcorne to thow c 

Theſe three deexe ends fo much he did intruſt : 

Beeing forowfull, and ouerchars' d with pricte, 
Hetold it them,y ct look'd for no relicte, 


Sweet 
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© Sweet Lord, how could({tthouthus to fleſh and blood 
p Communicate thy griefe ? tell ofthy woes ? 
Thou knes-tt they hadno powre to doe thee good, 


Bur were the caute thou mult endure theſe blowes, - 
Beeing the Scorpions bredin Adams mud, 

| Whote poys'ned finnes did worke among thy foes, 
To re-ore-charge thy oucr-burd'ned foule, 

| Althrongh the ſorowes now they doe condole. 
Yet didft thou tell them of thy troubled ſtate, 

| Ofthy Soules heauinefle ynto the death, 

So full of Loueyſo free wert thou from hate, 

F To bid them ftay,whoſe tinnes 61d ſtop thybreath, 
When thou wert entring at ſo {traite a gate, 

| Yea entring eucn into the doore of Death, 

Thou bidit them tarry therc,and watch withthee, 
Who from thy pretious blood-thed were nor free, 


Bidding them tarry,thou didft further goc, 

To meet affiiction in ſuch gracctull ſort, 

As might mooue pitie both in friend and foe, 

Thy ſorowes ſuch,as none could them comport, 

Such ogrcat Induremenits who did cuer know, 

When to th Almighty thou d:{t makereſort? 
And falling onthy face diſt humbly pray, 
If'ewere his Will that Cup n:ight paſte away, 


Saying,Not my will, but thy will Lord be done, 
When as thou praycelt an Angel aid appeare 
' From Heauen,to comfort thee Goas onely Sorine, 
* Thifthou thy Suftrings might Ncthe berter beare, 
Beeing in an agony,thy glaile neere run, 
Thou prayedft morecarncfily, in fo great feore, 


| That pretious {weat came trickling tothe ground, 


Like arops of blood thy {ences to confound, 
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Lochere his Will, not thy Wil, Lord,was done, | 
* And thou content to yndergoe all paines; 
| Sweet Lambe of God, his deare beloved Sonne, 
By this great purchaſe,what to thee remaines? - | | 
OfHeaven and Earththou haſt aKirgdom wonne, | 
Thy Glory beeing equall with thy Gaines, | 
In miffing Godspromiſcon thearth, 


Made many hundred yeares before thy berth, 


But now returning to thy ſlceping Friends, 

That could not watch enc houre for love cf thee, | 

Even thoſe three Friends, which on thy Grace cepends, 

Yet ſhut thoſe Eies that ſhould their Maker ice; 

What colour, what excuſe,or what amends 

From thy Diſpleaſure now can ſer themn free ? | 
Yet thy pure Pictic bids them Watch and Pray, 
Leſtin Temptation they beled away, 


Although the Spirit was willing to obay, ; 
Yer what great weakeneſle in the Fleſh was found! 
They ſlept in Eafe,whi!it thou in Pine didft pray; 
Loe, they in Slcepe,and thou in Sorow drown'd : 
Yet Gods right Hand was voto thee a ſtay, 

When horror, griefc,and forow did abound : 
His Angel did appcare trom Heaven to thee, 
To yeeld thee comfort in Extremitie, 


But what could comfort then thy troubled Minde, 
When Heaven and Earth were both againſ{tthee bent ? 
And thou no hope, no ecaſe,no reſt could'tt inde, 
But muſt reſtore that Life, which was burlent ; 
Was ever Creature in the World ſo kinde, 
But hethar from Etcrnitie was ſent ? 

To fatisfic for many Worlds of Sinne, 

Whole matchictle Torments did bur then begin, S 
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Ifone Mans finne doth challenge Deathand Hell, 

With all the Torments that belong thereto ; 

If for one finne ſuch Plagues on David tell, 

As grieved him,and did his Seed vndoe ; 

If Salomon, forthat he did not well, 

Falling from Grace,did looſe his Kingdome too * 
Ten Tribes beeing taken from his wilfull Sonne, 
And Sinne the Caule that they were all yndone, 


What could thy Innocency now expect, 
When all the Sinnes that eyer were committed, 
Were laid to thee , whom no man could detect ? 
Yet farre thou wert of Man from beeing pittied, 
The Iudge1o juſt could yeeld thee no reſpect, 
Nor would one ot of penance be remitted ; 
But greater horror to thy Soule mult riſe, 
Than Heart can thinke,or any Wit deviſe, 


Now drawes the houre of thy affliction necte, 
And vgly Death preſents himſelfe before thee; 
Thou now muſtleaue thoſe Friends thou held'{t ſo deere, -: 
Yea thoſe Diſciples, who did moſt adore thee; 
Yet in thy countenance doth no Wrath appeare, 
Although berrayd to thole that did abhorre thee ; 
Thou did ft vouchſafe to viſit them againe, 
Who had no apprehenſion of thy paine. 


Their eyes were heavie,and their hearts aſleepe, 
Nor knew they well what anſwere then to make thee; 
Yet thou as Watchman, had {ta care to keepe 
Thoſe few from finne, that ſhortly would forſake thee 
But now thou bidſt them henceforth Reſt and Sleepe, 
Thy houre is come,and they at hand to take thee: 
The Sonne of God to Sinners made a pray,' 
Oh hatefull houre ! oh bleſt ! 0h curſed day! . 


Loe 
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Loc here thy great Humility was found, 

Becing King of Heauen,and Monarch of the Earth, 
Ye: well content to haue thy Glory drownd, 

By becing counted of ſo mmeanc a berth; 

Grace, Louc,and Mercy didſo much abound, 

- Thou entertaindft the Crofle,cuen to the death x 
And nam'dit thy ſelfe,the ſonne of Man to be, 
To purge our pride by thy Humilitie, 


But now thy friends whom thou didit callto goe, 
| Heauy Spectators of thy hapleſle caſe, 
See thy Betrayer, whom too well they knowe, 
One ofthe twelue,now object of dilgrace, 
A trothleſſe traytor,and a mortall foe, 
With fained kindneſleſeekes thee to imbrace; 
And giucs a kiſſe, whereby he may decciuc thee, 
That inthe hands of Sinners he mightleaue thee, 


Now muſter forth with Swords,with Staues,with Bils, 
High Pricſts and Scribes,and Elders of the Land, 
Secking by force to haue their wicked Wils, 
Which thou didft neuer purpoſc to withſtand; 
Now thou mak { haſte vnto the worlſt of IIs, 
"And who they ſecke,thou gently doeſt demand ; 
This did{tthou Lord,t'amaze theſe Fooles the more, 
T'inquire of that,thou knew'ft fowell before. 
When loe theſe Monſters did not ſhame to tell, 
His name they ſought, and found , yer could not know 
Teſus of Nazareth,at whoſe feet they fell, 
When Heauenly Wiſdome did deſcend {o lowe 
To ſpeaketo them : they knew they did not well, 
Their greatamazement made them backeward goc: 
- Nay,thougi he faid vnto them] am he, 
They could pot know him,whom their eyes digke, 
120\W 
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How blinde were they could not diſcernethe Light! 

How dull! ifnot to vnderſtand the truth, 

How weake !ifmeckeneſle oyercame their might; 

How ſtony hearted, ifnot moy'd to ruth: 

How void of Pitie, and how full of Spight, 

Gainſt him that was the Lord of Light and Truth: 
Here inſolent Boldneſle checkt by Love and Grace, 
Retires, and falls before our Makers face, 


For when he ſpake to this accurſed crew, 
And mildely madethem know that it was he: 
Preſents himlelfe, that they might take aview ; 
And what they doubted they might cleerely ſee ; 
Nay more, to re-aſlure that it was true, 
He faid: I fay vnto you, I am hee. 
It him they ſought, he's willing to obay, 
Onely defires the reſt might goethcir way. 


Thus with a heart prepared to endure 
The greateſt wrongs Impietie could deviſe, 
He was content to {toope ynto their Lure, 
Although his Greatnefle might doe otherwiſe : 
Here Grace was feited on with hands impure, 
And Virtue now mult be ſuppreſt by Vice, 

Purc Innocencie made a prey to Sinne, 

Thus did his Torments and our Ioyes beginne, 


Here faire Obedience ſhined in his breaſt, 

 Anddid ſuppreſic all feare of future paine; 

Love was his Leader vnto this vnrett, 

Whil ft Rightzoutneſle doth carry vp his Traine ; 

Mercy made way to make vs highly bicſt, 

When Patience beat downe Sorrow,Feare and Paine: 
Iuſtice fate looking with an angry brow, 
On vicfled miſery appecring now, 
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More glorious than all the Conquerors 
That ever liu'd within this Earthly round, 
More powrefull than all Kings,or Gouernours 
Thar cuer yet within this World were found 
More valiant than the greatc{tSouldjers 
That cuer fought, to haue their glory crown'd ; 
For which ofthem, that cuer yet tooke breath, 
Sought tindure the doome cfHeaucn and Eaxth > 


>. 


But our ſweet Sauutour whom theſe Tewes did name; 

Yet could their learned Ignorance apprehend 

No light of grace,to free themſelues from blame ; 

Zcale, Lawes,Religion,now they doe pretend 

Againſt thetruth,vntruths they {ceketo frame : 

' Now aluheir powres,their wits,thcir fireygths,they bend 
Againſt one fiely,wcake,vnarmed man, 

Who no reſiſtance makes,though muchhe can, 


To free himſelfe from theſe vnlearned men, 
Who call'd him Sauiour in his blefled name; 
Yet farre from knowing him their Sauiour then, 
That came tofauc both them and theirs from blame; 
Though they retire and fall, they come agen 
To make a urerpurchaſe oftheir ſhame : 
With lights and torches now they find the way, 
To take the Shephcard whilſt che {hcep doc tray. 


Why ſhould volawtull ations vſe the Light? 

Inniquitie in Darkenefle ſeckes to dwell; 

Sinne rides his circuit in the dead of Night, 

Teaching all foules the ready waics to hell; 

Sathan coms arm'd with all the powres of Spight, 

Heartens his Champions, makes themrude 2nd fell; 
Like rz:!ning wolues, to ſhed his guiltleſſc blood, 
Who thought no harme,but didto doethem good 


Here 
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Here Falſhood beares the ſhew of formall Right, 

Baſe Treacherie hath gote a guard of men; 

Tyranny attends, with all his ſtrength and might, 

To leade this fhely Lamb to Lyons denne; 

Yet he vynmoou'din this moſt wrerched plight, | 

Goes on to meere them, knowes the houre, and when: 
The powre of darkenefle muſt expreſſe Geds ire, 
Thercfore to faue thele tew was his dehire, 


Theſe ferw that wait on Pouerty and Shame, 

And oRer to be ſharers in his Ils; 

Thetc few that will be {preaders ofhis Fame, 

He will not leaue to Tyrants wicked wils; 

But {111 defires to free them from all blame, 

Yet Feare goes forward, Anger Patience kils : 
A Szint is mooued to reuenge a wrong, 


And Mildneſle doth what doth to Wrath bclons, 


For Peter grieu dat what might then befall, 
Yet knew not what to doe,nor what to thinke, 
Thought ſomething muſt be done;now,ifat all, 
To free his Maer,that he might not drinke 
This poys ned drau ers bitter than gall, 
For now he ſceshim atthe yery brinke 
Of gricfly Death, who gins to ſhe his face, 
Clad inall colours of a deepe diſgrace, 


 Andnow thoſe hands, that ncuervs'd to fight, 


Or drawe a weapon in his owne defence, 
Too forward is,to doe his Maſter right, 
Since ofhis wrongs, hee feejcs ſo truc aſence : 
Bur ah poore Peter/now thou wantcſt might, 
Andhee's retolu'd, with them he will goe hence: 
To draw thy ſwordin ſuch a helpclefle cauſe, 
Ottcuds thy Lord,and is againſt tie Lawes, 
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So much he hates Revenge,ſo farrefrom Hate, 
That he vouchfafes to heale, whom thou doſt wound; 
His paths are Peace, withnone he holdes Debate, 
His Patience ſtands vpon fo ſure a ground, 
To counſell thee, althoughir comes too late : 
Nay, to his foes, his mercies ſo abound, 


That he in pitty doth thy willreſtraine, 
And heales the hurr, and takes away the paine, 


For willingly he will endure this wrong, 
Although his pray'rs might have obtain'd ſuch grace, 
As to diſlolye theirplots though ne'r ſo ſtrong, 
And bring theſe wicked Actors in worſe caſc ; 
Than eg pts King on whom Gods plagues didthrong, 
But that foregoing Scriptures muſt take place ; 

If God by prayers had an army ſent 

Ofpowretull Angels, who could them preyent?- 


Yet mightieIts vs meeckely ask'd, Why they 
With Swords and Staves doe come asto a Thicfe 2- * 
Hee teaching in the Temple day by day 
None did oftend, or give him caule of griefe, 
Now all are forward, glad is he that ma 
Give moſt offence, and yeeld him lealt rcliefe : 
His hatefull foes are ready now to take him, 


Andall his decreDilſciples do forſake him. 


Thoſe deare Diſciples that he moſt did love, 

And were attendant at his becke and call, 

When triall of affliction came to prove, 

They firſt left him, who now mult leave them all: 

For they were carth, and he came from above, 

Which made them apt to flie,and fit to fall : 
Though they protcſtthey never will torfake him, 
They vo like men,wken dangers overtake them. 


And 
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And he alone is bound to looſe ys all, | 

Whom with vnhallowed hands they ledalong, 

To wicked Caiphas in the Tudgement Hall, - 

Who ftudies onely how to doe him wrong; 

High Pricſts and Elders,Pcople great and ſmall, 

With all reprochfull words about him throng : 
Falſe Witneſſes are now call'din apace, | 
Whoſe trothlefle tongues muſtnuake pale death imbrace 


The beauty of the World, Heauens chiefeft Glory; 
The mirrour of Martyrs,Crowne of holy Saints; 

Loue ofth'Almighty,blefſed Angels tory; 

Water of Life, which none that drinks it,faints; 

Guide oftheluſt,where all our Light we borrow; 

Mercy of Mercies;Hearer of Complaints; 
Triumpher ouer Death;Rantomer of Sinne;. 
Falfly accuſed : now his paines begin, 


Their tongues doe ſerue him as a Paſſing bell, 

For what they ay is certainly belecued; 

So ſound a tale ynto the Iudge they tell, 

That he of Life mutſhortly be bereaued ; 

Their ſhare of Hq@uen,they doe not care to ſl, 

So his afflicted Heart be throughly gricued: 
They tell his Words,though farre from his intent, 
And what his Speeches were,not what he meant, 


That he Gods holy Temple could deſtroy, 

Andin three daies could build it vp againe; 

This ſeem'd tothem a yaine and idletoy, 

It would not finke into their ſinful braine : 

Chrifts bleiſed body,al true Chriftians joy, 

Should Ghie, and inthree dayes reviue againe : 
This did the Lord of Heauen and earth endure, 
Vniuſtly to be charg'd by tongues impure, 
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Andnow they all doe giucattentiue care, ' 4 
To heare the anſwerc,which he will not make; 


The people wonder how he can forbeare, 
Andthelſe great wrongs ſo patiently can take; ' 


| Butyet heanſwers not,nor doth he care, 


Muck more he will endure for our fake: 
Nor can their wiſdoms any way difcouer, 
Who he ſhould be that proou'd {o true a Loucr, 


To entertaine the ſharpeſtpangs of death, 
Andfight a combatein the depth ofhell, 
For wretched Worldlings made of duſt and earth, 
Whoſe hard 'ned hearts, withpride and mallice well; 
In midſt of bloody ſweat,and dying breath, 
He had compaſſion on theſe tyrants fell : 
And purchaſt them a place in Heau'nfor cuer, 
When they his Soule and Body ſought to ſcuer, 


Sinncs vgly miſts, fo blinded had their eyes, 
That at Noone dayes they could diſcerne no Light; 
Theſe were thoſe fooles,that thought themſclues ſo wile, 
The Iewiſh wolues, that did our Sauiour bite; 
For now they vic all meancsthey can dcuiſe, 
To beate downe truth,and goe againſtal[right : 
 Yeanow they take Gods holy name in vaine, 

To know the truth, which truth they doc prophane, 


The chiefeſt Hel-hounds of this hatcfull crew, 
Roſe vp to aske what anſwerebe could make, 
Againſt thoſe falſe accuſers in his view ; 
That by his ſpecch,they might aduantage take : 
Heheld his peace,yet knew they faid not true, 
No anſwere would his holy wiſdome make, 
Till he was chargedin his glorious name, 
Whoſeplcafure twas he ſhould endure this ſhame, : 
; 4 : © Then 
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Then with ſo mild a Maieſtic he ſpake, 
As they might eafly know from whence he came, 
His harmelcfle tongue doth no exceptions take, 
Nor Pricſts,nor People,meanes he now to blame; 
Butanſwers Folly,fortrue Wiſdomes fake, 
Bccing chargeddeeply by his powrefull name, 

To tell if Chriſt the Sonne of God he be, 

Who for our finnes mult dic,to ſet vs free. 


Tothee O Cariphas doth he anſwere giue, 
That thou haſtſaid, what thou defir'{t to know, 
Andyetthy malice will not let himliue, =, 
So much thou art ynto thy ſelte a foe; 
He ſpeaketh truth, but thou wilt not belecue, 
Nor canſtthou apprehend it to be ſo : 
Though he expreſle his Glory vnto thee, 
Thy Oxyly cies are blind,and cannot ſee. 


Thourecnd{t thy cloathes,in ſtead of thy falſe heart,, 
Andon the guiltlefle lai ſt thy guilty crime; 
For thou blaſphem'ft,and he muſt feele the ſmart; 
Tolſentence death, thou think {titnow high time; 
No witnefſe now thou need'(t, for this fowle parr, 
Thou to the height of wickednefle canſt clime : 
And giue occaſion to the ruder fort, 
To nuke afflitions, ſorrows, follics ſport, 
Now whienthe dawne of day gins to appcare,, 
Andall your wicked countcls hauc at-cnd, 
To end his Life,that holds you all fo decre, 
For to that purpoſe Gid your ſtudics bend; 
Proud Poztires Pilate mult the matter hearc, 
To your vatroths his cares he now muſticnd: 
Sweet Jeſus bound, to him you led away, 
Ofhis moſt pretious blood to inake your pray, 


Which, 
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Which, wher that wicked Caytife did perceiue, 
By whoſe lewd meanes he cameto this diſtreſle; 
He brought the price of blood he did receiue, 
Thinkingthereby to make his fault ſeeme leſle, 
And with theſe Prieſts and Elders didit leaue, 
Confeſt his fault, whercin he did tranſgreſle : 


But when he ſaw Repentance ynreſpectcd, 
He hang'd himſelfe ; of God and Man reiced. 


By this Example, what can be expected 

From wicked Man,which on the Earth doth liue? 

Bur faithleſſe dealing,fearc of God negleCted; 

Who for their priuate gaine cares not to ſell 

The Innocent Blood of Gods moſt deere cleted, 

As did that caytife wretch, now damn'd in Hell : 
Ifin Chriſts Schoole, he tooke ſo great afall, 
What will they doe,that come not there at all, 


Now Pontizs Pilate is to judge the Cauſe 

Offaultleſfle /-ſzz5, who before him ſtands; 

Who neither hath offended Prince,nor Lawes, 

Although henow be brought in woefull bands : | 

O noble Gouernour,makethou yet a pauſe, 

Doe not in innocent blood imbrue thy hands; 
But heare the words of thy moſt worthy wife, 
Who ſends to thee,to beg her Sauijours life. 


Let barb rous crueltic farre depart from thee, 
Andin true Iuſticetake afilictions part; 
Open thine eics,that thou the truth mai'ſt ſee, 
Doe not the thing that goes againſt thy heart, 
Condemne not him that muſt thy Sauiour be; 
But view his holy Life,his good deſert. 
Let not vs Women glory in Mens fall, 
Who had pover giuen to cuer-rule ys all, 


= 
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«Till nowyour indifcretion ſets vs free, Enues Apo- 
And makes our former fault much !cfle * a logie. 
Our Mother Exe, who taſted of the Tree, 
Giuing to Ana wk ar {hce held moſt d deare, 
W 15 {; 'mply g20d, ava lndno *POWrTETO ſee, 
The ati 21-comming har rme did not appeare: 
The twbrile Serpent that our Sex berraide, 
Beforc our fall to ſurc a piot had laide, 


That vnd:{(cerning Tonorance perceau'd 

No gnile, or cratt TAC Was by him intended; 

For had ſhe knowne,of what we were berea d, 

To his requett ſhe had not condiſcended, 

Bur ſhe (poore ſoul) by cunning was deceau'd, 

No lutt therein her haumclcſic Heart intended * 
For ſhe alleadg « Gods word, which he denies, 
Tha they ſhould die, but eucen as Gods,be wile, 


But ſurely Adzmcan not be excuile, 
Her fault though great, yet hee was moſttoo bla ame; 
What Weakneſle offerd, Strength might hove rctulde, 
Being Lord of all, the greater was his ſham: IC: 
Alhoug 21thes Serpents cra aft had her abuſde, 
Gods hol ly word ought all his actions frame, 

For hc was Lord nd King of allthe earth, 


Before poore Exc had citherlife or brea: "4 


Who being fram' dby Gods eternall hand, 
The perfect {t man thar ever breath'd on eartin; 
Andom Gods mouth receiu'd that ſtrair command, 
The breach whereof he knew was preſent duath : 
Yea hauing powreto rule both Sea and Land, 
Yer with one Apple wonne to loofe that breath 
Which God haa breathed in. his beautcous face, 
Brirging vs all in danger and diſgrace, 
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Andthento lay the fault on Patience backe, 

That we(poore women)mult endure it all; 

We know right well he did diſcretion lacke, - 

Becing not perſwaded thereunto at all; 

If Exe did crre,it was for knowledge ſake, 

The fruit becing faire perſwaded him to fall : 
No ſubtill Serpents falſhood did betray hin, 
Ifhe would cate it, vho had powre to {lay him? 


Not Eze,whoſe fault was onely too much loue,, 

Which made her giue this-pretent to her Deare, 

That what ſhee tatted,he likewiſe might proue, 

Whereby his knowledge might become more cleare; 

He neuer ſought her weakenefle to reproue, 

With thoſe ſharpe words, which he of God did heare s 
Yer Men will boalt of Knowledge, which ie tooke 
From:Exes faire hand,as from a learned Booke, 


If any Euill did in her remaine, 

Beeing made of him, he was the ground of all; 

If one of many Worlds could lay aftaine 

Vpon our Sexe,and worke fo great afall 

To wretched Man, by Satans ſubtill traine ;; 

What will ſo fowlea fault amongſt you all? 
Her weakeneſle did theFerpents words obay, 
But you in malice Gods deare. Sonne betray, 


Whom, ifvniuſily you condemneto die, 
Her finne was ſmall,to what you doe commit; 
All mortall finnesthat doe for vengeance crie, . 
Arc notto be compared vnto it: 
Itmany worlas would altogether trie, 
By all their ſinnes the wrath of God to get; 
This finne of yours, furmounts them all as farre 
As doththe Sunne,another little ſtarre, 


Then 
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Then let vs haue our Libertie againe, 
And challendge to your ſclues no Sou'raigntie; 
Youcamenot inthe world without our paine, 
Make that a barre againſt your crueltie; 
Your fault beeing greater,why ſhould you diſdaine 
Our beeing your equals.free from tyranny? 
If one weake woman ſimply did offend, 
- This ſinne of yours, hath no cxcuſe,nor end, 


To which{poore ſoules)we neuer gaue conſent, 
Witneſle thy wife(O P-/are ) ſpeakes for all; 
Who did but dreame,and yet a meſlageſent, . 
That thou ſhould|t haue nothing to doe at all 
With that juſt man;which,if thy heart relent, 
Why wiltthou be areprobate with Saw? 
To ſecke the death of him that is ſo good, 
For thy ſoules health to ſhed his dearcſt blood. 


Yea,ſo thou maifttheſe ſinful people pleaſe, 

Thou art content againſt all truth and right, 

To ſcale this a&t,that niay procure thine caſe 

Witi blood, and wrong, with tyrannie, and might; 

The multitude thouſeckeſt to appeaſe, 

By baſe dcieRion of this heauenly Light : 
Demanding which of theſe that thou ſhould looſe, 
Whether the Thicfc,or Chriſt King of the Iewes, 


Baie Barrabar the Thiefe,they all defire, 
And thou more baſe than he,perform'(t their will; 
Yer when thy thoughts backe to themticlucsretire, 
Thou art vawilling to commit this 1ll : 
"-», 

Ohlthar thou couldtt vnrs fach grace aſpire, 
That thy polluted lips might neuer Kill 

That Honour,which right Iudgement cuer graceth, 

To purchaic ſhame, which all true worth defaceth. : 


D 2 Art 
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Art thou a Judge, and asketh what to do 

With one,in whom no fault there can be found ? 

Tie death of Chriſt wilt thou conſent ynto, 

Finding no cauſe,no reaſon,nor no ground? 

Shall ke be ſcourg d, and crucified too ? 

And mutt his miſerics by thy meanes abound? 
Yet not aſhant'd to aske wharthe hath done, 
Whenthine owne conſcience ſ{ceks this finne to ſhunns, 


Tirrce times thou ask't, What euill hath he done ? 

And ſaift,thou find ft in him no cauſe of death , 

Ycrtwiltthou chaſten Gods beloued Sonne, 

Alchor:gh to thee no word of ill he faith: + 

For Wrath muſt cnd,what Malice hath begunne, 

And thou muityicld to {top his pled Pecnch, 
This rude tmnultuous rowt doth prefle ſo ſore, 
That thou condemneſt him thou ſhouldit adore, . 


Yet Plate, this can yeeld thee no content, 

To excrcile thine ovene auithoritie, 

But vnto /Zerod he muſt necdes be ſent, 

To reconcile'thy ſelfe by tyrannie: 

Vas this the greateſt good in Tuilice meant, 

When thou perceiu'tino fault in him to be? , | 
Itthou muſt make thy peace by Virtues fall, 
Much better 'twcre not to be iriends at all, 


Yet neicher thy ſterne browe,nor his great place, 

Can draw an anſwerfrom the Holy One: 

His faite accuſers, nor his oreat diſgrace, 

Nor HHcrods ſcoftes; to him they arc all one : 

He neither carcs,nor fearcs his owne ill caſe, 

Though being deſpis'd and mockt of cuery one: 

King 17creds giacnefle giues him little caſe, 

Neither his anger {cckes heto appeaſe, 
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Yet this is ſtrange, that baſe Impietie 
Should yceld thoſe robes of honour, which were due ; 
Pure white,to ſhew his great Integritie, '' | 
His innocency,that all the world might yiew; -- 
Perfections height in loweftpenury, 
Such glorious pouerty as they neuer knew: 
Puwiple andScarlet well might him beſeeme, 
Whole pretious blood multall theworldredeeme; 


And that Imperiall Crowne of Thornes he wore, 

Wes much more pretious than the Djadem 

Of any King that cuerliu'd Before, 

Or fince his time, their honour's but a dreame _ 

To his ecernall glory;beeing ſo poore, 

To makea purchaſle of that heauenly Realme; 
Whcre God with all his Angels lives in peace, 
No gricfes,nor ſorrowes, but all joyes increaſe, 


Thoſe royall robes,which they in ſcorne did giue,” 

To make him odious to the common fort; - 

Yecldlight of Grace to thoſe whole foules ſhall Ime- 

Within the harbour ofthis heauenly port; 

Much doe they joy,and much more'doe they gricue, 

His death, thcirlite, ſhould make his fozs ſuch ſport : 
With ſharpeſt thornes to pricke his bleſſed face, 
Our joytull ſorrow,and his greater grace, 


Three feares at once poſſeſſed P:lares heart; 
Thefir{t,Chrifts innocencic, which fo phine appeares; 
Thenext, That he which now muſtfeele this ſinart, 
Is Gods deare Sonne, for any thing he heaully: 
Burt that which proou'd the deepett wounding dart, 
Is Peopies threat 'nings, which he fo much feares, 

Tlatheto Ceſar could not beafriend, 

Valcile he feat Feet les ys to his end, 

| D.3 Now 
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Now Plate thou artproou'dapainted wall, 

A golden Sepulcher withrotten bones; 

From right to wrong,from equitie to fall 

If none vpbraid thee, yet the very ſtones 

Will riſe againſt thee,and in queſtion call 

His blood, his teares,his ſighes, his bitter groanes : 
All theſe will witneſle at the latter day, 
When water cannot waſh thy finne away, 


Canſtthou beiinnocent,that gaink all right, 

Wilt yecld to what thy conſcience doth withſtand ? 
Beeing a man of knowledge, powre,and might, 

To let the wicked carric ſuchahand, 

Beforethy faceto blindfold Mbau'ns bright light, 

- Andthou to yceld to whar they did demand? 
Waſhingthy hands,thy conſcience cannot cleare, 
But to all worlds this ſtaine mult needs appeare, 


For loe,the Guilcic doth accuſe the Iuſt, 

And faultie Iudge condemnes the Innocent; 

And wiltull Iewes to exerciſe their luſt, 

With whips and taunts againſtcheir Lordare bent; 

He baſcly vs'd,blaſphemed,ſcorn'd,and curſt, 

Our heauenly King to dcath for vs they ſent : 
Reproches, {landers,ſpittin gsin his face, 
Spight doing all her worſtin his diſgrace. 


ing © And now this long expected houre drawes neere, 


When blefled Saints with Angels-doe condole; 
His holy march,foft pace,and heauy cheere, 
In able ſort to yeeld his glorious ſoule, 
By his deſerts the fowleſt f:innes to cleare; 
Andin th'eternall booke of heauen to cnroule 
Aſxisfaction til! the generall doome, 

; Ofallſinnes paſt, and all that are to come, 

| Tiey 
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They that had ſeene this pitifull Proceſſion, 

From Plates Palaceto Mount Caluarie, 

Might thinke he anſwer d for ſome great tranſgreſſion, | 

Being in ſuch odious ſort condenin'd to die; 

He plainely ſhewed that his owne profeſſion 

Was virtue, patience, grace, loue, piety; 
And howby ſuering he could conquer more: 
Than altthe Kings that cuer lu d before, | 


E., 


Firſt wentthe Crier with open mouth proclayming- 
The heauy fentence of Iniquitie, 
The Hangman next, by his baſe oftice clayming. 
His right in Hell, here hinners neuer die, 
Carrying the nayles,the people [till blaſpheming 
Their maker,vſing all impiety; 

The Thicues attending him on cither ſide, 

C The Scrjeants watching,while the women cri'd, 


Thrice happy women that obtaind ſuch grece 

From him whoſe worth the world could not containe; 

Immediately to turne about his face, 

As not remembring his great gricte and paine, 

To comfort you,whole teares powr'd forth apace 

On Flora's bankes,like ſhewers of Aprils raine: 
Yourcrics inforced mercie,grace,and loue 
From kin), whom greateſt Princes could not mooue: 


To ſpeake on word, nor once to lift his cycs 

Vnto proud Pilate,no nor Herod,king, 

By all the Querions that they could uicuiſe, 

Could make him an{ivere to no manner of thing; 

Yerthefe poore women, by their pitious cries 

Did mooue their Lord,thcir Louer,and their King, 
To take compaſſion.turne about,aiid ſpeake 
To them whole hears yeie ready now to breake, - 


Moſt: 


48 Szlue Deus Rex ludeorum.. 


Moſt bleſſed daughters of Teruſalem, 
Who found ſuch fauour in your Sauiors fight, 
To turne his face when you didpitichim; 
Your tearefull eyes, beheld his cies more bright; 
YourFaith and Loue vatofuch grace did ciime, 
To haue reflection from this Heav'nly Light : | 
Your Eagles eyes did gaze againſt this Surne, 
- Your hearts did thinke,he dead,uie world were done, 


When ſpightfull men withtorments did opprefſe 
Th afflicted body ofthis innocent Doue, 
Poore women ſeeing how much they Gid cranſgreſſe, 
By teares,by fighes, by cries intreat,nayproue, 
What may. be done among the thickeſt prefle, 
They labour ſtill theſe tyrants hearts ro mouc; 
.. In pitie and compaſſion to-forbeare 
Their whipping, ſpurning,tearirg of his haire, 


: But all in vaine, their malice hath no end, 

Their hearts more hard than flint, or marble ſtone; 

Now to his gricfe, his greatneſle they artend, 

When he(God knocwes)had rather be alone; 

They arc his guard,yer ſeeke all meanes to offend : 

Well may hc grieue, wellmayhe ſigh and groanc, 
Vander che buinked! ofa heauy crofle, 5 
He faintly goes to maketheir gaine his loſle, 


The forrow CHis wocfull Mother wayting on her Sonne, 
pf the virgin All comfortleſſe in depth of forow drowned; 
flaric, Her griefes extreame;althoagh butnew begun, 
To ſee his bleeding body oft ſhee iwouned; . 
How could ſhee chooſe but thinke her ſeife yndone, 
Hedying,with whoſe glory ſhee was crowned ?, 
None euerlofi ſo greatalofle as ſhee, 
- Beeing Sonne,and Father of Eternitie, 


Hes 
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Her teares did waſh away his pretious blood, 

That finners might not tread it ynder feet 

To worſhip him, and that it did her good 

Vpon her knees,although in open ſtreet, 

Knowing he was the Iethice floure and bud, 

Thar mult be gath'red when it ſmell'd moſt ſweet : 
Her Sonne,her Husband, Father, Saviour,King, 
Whole death killd Death,and tooke away his ſting, 


Moſt bleſſed Virgin,in whoſe faultleſle fruit, 

All Nations of the earth mult ycedes reioyce, 

Nu Creature having ſence though ne'r ſo brute, 

Bur toyes and trembles when they heare his yvoyce; 

His wiſedome ſtrikes the wiſeſt perſons mute, 

Faire choſen veſlell, happy in his choyce : 
Decre Mother of our Lord,whoſc reuerend-name, 
All people Bleſſed call,and ſpreadthy fame, 


For the Almightie magnified thee, | 
And looked downe vpon wy meanc cftate; 
Thy lowly mind,and vnſtain'd Chaſtitie, 
Didplcade for Loue at great /chonnes gate, 
Who ſending ſwift-wing'd Gabriel vnto thee, 
His holy will and pleaſure to relate; 
To thee nioſt beauteous Queene of Woman-kind, 


The Angell did vnfoldhis Makers mind, 


T Hc thus beganne, Haile X7ary full of grace, | The (aluta- 
ThouFfreely art beloued of the Lord, bo _ 
He is with thee, behold thy happy cate; virgin Mas 
What endlefſe comfort did theſe words aftord Fi; 


To thee that ſaw'ſtan Angell inthe place 

Proclaime thy Virtues worth, and to record 
Thee bleſſed among women: that thy praiſe 
Should laſt ſo many worlds beyond thy daies, 


Loe 
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Loe,this high meſſage to thy troubledfpirir, 

He doth deliuer in the plaincft ſence; 

Sayes, Thou ſhould(t beare a Sonne that ſhal inherit 

His Father Danids throne, free from offence, 

Call's him that Holy thing, by whoſe pure merit 

We mult be fau'd,tels what he is, of whence ; 
His werth, his greatneſle,whathis name muſt be, 
\Who ſhould be call d the Sonne ofthe moſt High. 


He cheecres thy troubled ſoule, bids thee not fearc; 
When thy pure thoughts could hardly apprehend 
This falutation,when he did appeare; 
Nor could{tthou judge,whereto thoſe words did tend; 
His pure aſpect did mooue thy modeſt cheere 
To mule,yet joy that God youchſaf'd to ſend 

His glorious Angel;who did thee affure 

To beare achild, although a Virgin pure. 


Nay more,thy Sonne ſhould Rule andRaigne for cucr 
Yea,ofhis Kingdom there ſhoyld be no end; 
Ouer the houſe of Zacob, Heauens great Giuer 
Would giue him powre,and to that end did ſend 
His faithfull ſeruant Gabrze/ to deliuer 
To thy chaſt carcs no word that might offend : 
But that this blefled Infant borne of thee, 
Thy Sonne, The onely Sonne of Godſhould be.. 


When on the knees of thy ſubmifſiue heart - 

Thou humbly did demand, How that ſhould be? 

Thy virgin thoughts did thinke,none could impart 

This great good hap, and blefling vato thee 

Farre from defirc ofany manthouart, | 

Knowing not one, thou art from all menfree : 
When he,to anſ{were this thy chaſte deſire, 
Giues thee more cauſe to wonder and admire, 


That 
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That thou a bleſſed Virgin ſhoulft remaine, 

Yeathatthe holy Ghoſt ſhould come on thee 

A maiden Mother,ſubiect to no pain, 

For higheſt powre ſhould ouerſhadow thee : 

Could thy faire eyes from teares of joy refraine, 

When God look'd downe ypon thy poore degree? 
Making thee Seruant,Mother,Wite,and Nurſe 
To Heaucns bright King, that freed ys from the cutſe, 


Thus beeing crown'Ewirh glory from aboue, 

Grace and Perfection reſting inthy breaſt, 

Thy humble anſwer doth approoue thy Loue, 

Andall theſe ſayings in thy heart doe reſt : 

Thy Childa Lambe,and thou a Turtle douc, 
Aboue all other women highly blctt; 

- To find ſuch fauour in his glorious fight, 

In whom thy heart and foule doc moſt delight, 


What wonder inthe world more ſtrange could feeme, 
Than thata Virgin could conceine and beare 
Within her wombe a Sonne, That ſhould redeeme 
All Nations on the earth, and ſhould repaire 
Our old decaies : who in tuch high cſteeme, 
Should prize all mortals,liuing in his feare; 
As not to ſhun Death, Poucrtie,and Shame, 
To fauc their foules,and ſpread his glorious Name, 


And partly to fulfil his Fathers pleaſure, 

Whole powrefull hand allowes it not for ftrange, 

If he vouchſafe the riches of his treaſure, 

Pure Righteouſneſle to take ſuch il exchange; 

On all Iniquitic to make a ſetſure, 

Guuing his ſhow-white Weed for ours in change; 
Our mortall garment in askarlet Die, 


"Too baſc a roabe for Immortalitic, x 
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Moſt happy news, that cuer yet was brought, 
When Pouerty and Riches met together, 
The wealth of Heauen,in our fraile clothing wrought 
Saluation by his happy Gs : 
Mighty Mcſlias,who ſodecrely bought 
Vs Slaucs to f{inne, farre lighter than a feather: 
Tols'd to and fro witheuery wicked wind, 
The world,the flcſh,or Deuill giues to blind, 


Who on his ſhoulders our blacke finnes doth beare 

To that molt bleſfled, yet accurſed Crofle; 

Where ſaltning them, he rids vs ofour feare, 

Yeafor our gainehe is conteut with loſle, 

Our ragged clothing ſcornes he not to weare, 

Though foule, rent, torne,diſgracefull, rough and grofle, 
Spunne by that monſter Sinne,and weay'd by Shame, 
Which grace it ſelfe,difgrac'd with impure blame. 


How cavſt thou choole(faire Virgin)then but mourne, 

When this {weet of-{pring of thy body dies, 

When thy fairc cics beholds his bodie tornc , 

The peoples fury, heares the womens cries ; 

His holy name prophan'd, He made aſcorne, 

Abuſde with all their hatctull ſlaunderous lies : 
Bleeding and fainting in fuch wondrous ſort, . 
As ſcarce his feeble limbes can him ſupport, 


Now $:70% of Cyreze paſſeth them by, 
Whomrthcy compell ſwcetltsvs Croflets beare 
To Go/gatha , there doe they meane to trie 
All crucll meanes to workein him difpaire: : 
That odious place,where dead mens skulls did lie, . 
There muſt cur Lord for preſent death prepare: 
Bis izcred blood mult grace that loathſome field, 
To purge more fiith;than that foule place could yicld, 
© Of 
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q For now arriu'd ynto this hatefull place, Chrifts © 
In which his Crofle erected needes mult bee, death. 
Falſe hearts,and wilfing hands come on apace, 
Allpreſt ro ill, andalldefire to ſee: 
Graceleſſe themſelues, ſtill ſeeking to diſgrace; 
Bidding him, Ifthe Sonne of God he bee, 

To ſauc himſelfe, ifhe could others faue, 

With all th'opprobrious words that might depraue, 


His harmeleſſe hands vnto the Crofle they nailde, 

And feet that neuer trode in finners trace, 

Berweene two theeues,vnpitied, vnbewailde, 

Saue oflome few poſſeſlors of his grace, 

With ſharpeſt pangs 2ndterrors thus appailde, | 

Sterne Death makes way,that Life might giue himplace : 
His eyes with teares,his body full of wounds, 
Death laſt of paines his ſorrows all confounds, 


His joynts di{-joynted,and his legges hang downe,” - : 
His alablaſter breaft,his bloody fide, 
His members torne,and on his head a Crowne 
Ofſharpeſt Thorns, to ſatisfie for pride: 
Anguiſh and Paine doe all his Sences drowne, 
While they his holy garments do diuide :* 
His bowells drie,his heart full fraught with griefe, 
\ Crying to himthat yeclds him no reliefe, 


C This with the eic of Faith thou maiſt behold, To my La 
Deere Spoute of Chri{t,and morethan I can write; of Cumbe 
And here both Gricte and Ioy thou maiſt vofold, kind, 


To view thy Loue in this moſt heauy plight, 
Bowing his head, his bloodlefſe body cold; 
Thole cies waxe dimme that gaue vs all onr light, 
His count nance pale, yet {till continues fweer, 
His bleſlzd blood warring his pierced feet, 
E 3 & 
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O glorious miracle without compare! 
. Laft,butnor lea which was by him effected; 
 Vaiting death, life, miſery,joy and cares 
By his ſharpe paſſion in his deere elected: 
| Who doth the Badges of like Liueries weare, 
Shall find how deerethey are ofhim reſpected. 
No joy,gricte,paine,life,death,was like to his, 
Whole infinite dolours wrought eternall blifle; 


C What creature on the earth did then renaaine, 

On whom the horror of this ſhamefull deed 

Latin. Diduotinflict ſome violent touch,or ftraine, 

twhey To {eethe Lordofalltheworld to bleed? 

if died His dying breath did rend huge rockes in tyyaine, 

" Theheavens betooke them to their mourning weed: 

The Sunne grew darke,and ſcorn'd to giue them light, 
Who duritecclipſc a glory farre more bright. 


terror of 
eatures 


The Moone and Starres did hide themſclues for ſhame, 
The earth did rremble in her loyall feare, 
The Temple vaile did rent to ſpread his fame, 
The Monuments did open cuery where; 
Dead Saints didriſe forth oftheir graues,and came 
To diuers people that remained there ? 
Within that holy City ; whole offence, 
Did put their Maker to this large expencc. 


Things reaſonable,and reafonleſſepoſictt 

The terrible impreſſion ofthis fact; 

For his opprefſion made them all oppreſt, 

When with his blood he ſeal'd ſo faire an act, 

In reſtleſſe miſeric to procure our reſt; 

His'glerious deedes that dreadfull priſon ſackt: 
When Dcath, Hell, Diuclls, vfing all theic powre, 
YVere oucrcome in that moſt blefled hourc, | 
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Being dead,he killed Death, and did ſuruiuve . 
That prowd inſulting Tyrant :in whoſe place 
He ſends bright ImmorSralitie to reuiue 
Thoſe whom his yron armes did long embrace; 
Who from their loathſome graucs brings themaliue 
In glory to behold their Sauiours face: 
Who tookethe keys ofall Deaths powre away, 
Opening to thoſe that would his name obay. 


O wonder, more than man can comprehend, 

Our Ioy and Cricfe both at one inſtantfram'd, 

Compounded : Contrarieties contend 

Each to excecd, yet neither to be blam'd, 

Our Griefe to ſce our Sauiours wretched end, ' 

Our Ioy to know both Death and Hell he tam'd: 
That we may fay, O Death,where js thy ſting ? 
Hell,yeeld thy victory to thy conq ring King, 


Can ſtony hearts refraine from ſhedding teares, 

To view the life and death of this ſweet Saint ? 

His auſtere courſe in yong and tender yeares, 

When great indurements could not make him faint: 

His wants, his paines,his torments, and his feares, 

All which he vndertooke without conſtraint, 
To ſhew that infinite Goodneſle mult reftore,, 


What infinite Iuſtice looked for, and more, 


Yet, had he becne but of ameane degree, 
His ſuffrings had beene ſmall to what they were ; 
Meane minds will ſhew of hat meane mouldes they bee; 
Small griefes ſceme great,yer Vie doth make them beare 3 
Bnt ah! tis hardro ſtirre a flurdy tree; 
Great dangers hardly puts great minds in feare: 
They will conceale their gricfes which mightic grow 
In their ſtout hearts yatill rhey oucrtlow, 


If 
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If then an earthly Prince may ill endure 

The leaſt of thoſe afflictions which hebare, 

How could this all-commaunding King procure 

Such grieuous torments with his mind to ſquare, 

Legions of Angells being at his Lure? 

He might haue liu'd in pleaſure without care: 
None can conceiue the bitter paines he felt, 
When God and man muſt ſuffer without guilt, 


Take all the Suffrings Thoughts can thinkevpon, 

In eu'ry man that this huge world hath bred; 

Lerall thoſe Paines and Suffrings meet in one, 

Yet are they not a Miteto that he did 

Endurefor vs : Ohlet vs thinke thereon, 

That God ſhould haue his pretious blood fo ſhed: 
His Greatneſle clothed in our fraile attire, 
Andpay ſo deare aranſome for thehire. 


Loe,here was glorie,milerie,life and death, 
An vnion of contraries did accord; 
Gladneſle and ſadnefſe here had one berth, 
This wonder wrought the Paſſion of our Lord, 
He ſuffring for all the finnes of all th'earth, 
No ſatisfaction could the world afford : 
But this rich Tewell, which from God was ſent, 
 Tocallallthoſethat would in time repent, 


Which Ipreſent{deare Lady) to your view, 
© Vponthe Croſle depriu'd of life or breath, 
To judge ifeuer Louer were ſo true, 
To yecld himſelfe vnto ſuch ſhamefull death : 
Now bleſſed loſeph doth both beg and ſue, 
To haue his body who poſleſt his faith, 
Andthinkes, ifhe this ſmall requeſt obtaines, 
He wins more wealth than in the world remaincs, 
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Thus honourable 7oſeph is poſleſt, | 

Of what his heart and ſoule ſo much deſired, 

And now he goes to giue that body reſt, 

Thar all his life, with griefes and paines was tired; 

Hefinds a Tombe,a Tombe molt rarely bleſt, 

In which was neuer creature yet interred; 
There this molt pretious body he incloſes, 
Imbalmd and deckt with Lillies and with Roſes. 


Loc here the Beautic of Heau'n and Earth is laid, 

The pureſt coulers vnderncath the Sunne, 

But in this place he cannot long be ſtaid, 

Glory muſt end what horror hath begun; 

For he the furic of the Heauens obay'd, 

And now he muſt poſſefie what he hath wonne : 
The aries doe withpretious balmecs attend, 
But beceing come,they find it tonoend, 


CFor he is rize from DeathtEternall Life, 
And now thoſe pretious oyntments he deſires 
Are brought vnto him,by his faithfull Wife 
The holy Churchywho in thoſe rich attires, 
OfPaticnce, Love, Long ſuffring, Voide of (rife, 
Humbly preſents thoſe oyntments he requires? 
The oyles of Mercie,Charitic,and Faith, 
Shce onely giuesthat which no other hath, 


© Thcſe pretious balmes doe healc his grieuous wounds, 
And water of Compnnction waſheth cleane 
The ſoares of finnes,which in our Soules abounds; 
So faire it heales,no skarreis euer ſcene; 
Yet all the glory vnto Chriſt redounds, 
His pretious blood is that which muſt redeeme; 
Thoſe well may make vs loucly in his fight, 
But cannot ſauce without his powrefull might, 


This 
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Christs ve 


ſarreltion,  * 


A briefe de 
ſeriptton of 
his beautie 
vpon the 
Canticles, 


tand, 


That ynto Snowe we may his face compare, 
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This is that Bridegroome that appeares ſo faire, 


So ſweet, fo louely in his Spouſes fight, 


y 


His cheekes like Skarlet,and his cy-s1o bright 
As pureſt Doues that in the rivers are, 
Waſhed with milke,to giue the more delight; 


ty ho:d is likencd to the frnelt oold 
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Ricke as a Raven in her blackeſt hew; 


its lips lice skarletthreeds,yet much more ſweet 
Thani the ivectelt hony dropping dew, 


Cr hony combes, where all the Bees doc meet ; 
Yea,he is conſtant,and his words are true, 
His cheekes arc beds of ſpices flowers ſweer ; 
His lips like Lillies, dropping downe pure mirrhe, 
Whole loue, before all worlds we doe preferre, 


To my Lady « Ah! giue me lcaue(good Lady) now to leaue 
. of Cumber- This taske of Beauty which I tooke in hand, 


I cannot wade ſo deepe,I may deceaue 

My ſelfe, before I can attaine the land; 

Therefore(good Madame)in your heart Lleauc 

His perfe&picture,where it fill ſhall and, 
Deepely engraued in that holy ſhrine, 
Enuironed with Loue and Thoughts diuine, 


There may youſec him asa God in glory, 

And asa man in miſerable cafe; 

There may youreade his true andperfect toric, 

His bleeding body there you may embrace, 

And kifle his dying cheekes with teares of forrow, 

With joytull griete, you may intrear for grace; 
And all your prayers,and your almes-deeds : 
May bring to ſtop his cruell wounds that bleeds, 
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Of times hath he made triall of your loue, 

Andinyour Faith hath tooke no ſmall deli oht, 

By Crofles and Aﬀflictions he dothproue, 

Yet ſtill your heart remaineth firme and right; 

Your loue ſo ftrong,as nothing can remoue, | 

Yourthoughts becing placed on him both day and night, }, 
Your conſtant ſoule doth lodge betwcene her brelts, 's 
This Sweet offweets,in which all glory reſts, | 

Sometime h'appcaresto theein Shepheards weed, | 

And fo preſents himſelte before thine eyes, 

A good old man;that goes his flocke to feed; 

Thy colour changes,and thy heart doth riſe; 

Thou call t,hc comes,thou tind'it tis he indeed, 

Thy Soule conccaues that he is truely wile : 
Nay more,defires that he may be the Booke, 
Whereon thine eyes continually may looke, 


Sometime impriſon'd, naked, poore,and bare, 

Full of diſeaſes, impotent,and lame, 

Blind,acafe,and dumbe,he comes vnto his faire, 

To ſec if yet ſhce will remaine the ſame; 

Nay ſicke and wounded,now thou do'ſt prepare _ ; 

To cheriſh him in thy deare Louers name : 
Yea thou bcſtow'allpaines,all coſt, all care, 
That may relicue him,and his health repaire, 


Theſe workes of mergyAtre ſo {weete,fo deare 
To him thatsscheTLord of Lite and Loue, 


That all thy prayers he vouchſafes to heare, 
And ſends his holy Spirit from aboue; 
Thy cyes are op ned,and thou ſeelt ſo cleare, 
No worldly thingcan thy faire mind renfoue; 
Thy faith, thy prayers, and his ſpccall grace 
Doth open Heau n,where thou behold'(k his face, 
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Theſe are thoſe Keyes Saint Peter did poſleſle, a 
Which with aSpirituall powre are giu'n to thee, 
To heale the ſoules of thoſe that doe tranſpreſle, 
By thy faire virtues; which,ifonce they ſee, 
Vnto thelike they doe their minds addrefle, 
Such as thou art, ſuch they delire to be : 
If they be blind, thou giu'{tto them their fight; 


If deate or lame,they. hearce, and goe vpright, 


Yea,ifpoſſeſt with any euill ſpirits, 

Such powre thy faire examples haue obtain'd 

To caſtthem out,applying Chrifts pure merits, 

By which they are bound,and of all hurt reſtrain'd : 

Itftrangely raken, wanting ſence or wits, 

Thy faith appli d vnto their ſoules fo pain'd, | 
Healeth all grictes,and makes them grow ſo ftrong, 
As no defects can hang vpon themlong, 


Thou bceing thus rich,no riches do'ſt reſpeR, 
| Nordo\t thou carefor any outward ſhowe; 
The proud that doe faire Virtues rules neglect, 
Defiring place,thou fitteſt them belowe : 
All wealth and honour thou do {t quite reie&t, 
Ifthou perceii it that once it prooues a foe 
To yirtue,learning,and the powres diuine, 
Thou mai'ſt conuert, but neuer wilt incline 


To fowle diſorder, or licentiouſneſle, 
But inthy modeſt vaile do'ti ſweetly couer 
The ftaines of other ſinnes, to make themnſelues, 
That Dy this meanes thou mai ft in time recouer 
Thoſe weake loft ſheepe that did ſo long tranigreſle, 
Preſenting them ynto thy deereſt Louer; 
That when he brings them backe ynto his fold, 
In their conuerſion then he may behold 


Thy 
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Thy beauty ſhining brighter than the Sunne, 

Thine honour more than euer Monarke gaind, 

Thy wealth exceeding his that Kingdomes wonne, 

Thy Loue vnto his Spoule, thy Faith vntaind, 

Thy Conſtancy in what thou haſt begun, . . 

Till thou his heauenly Kingdom haue obtaind; 
ReſpeQting worldly wealth to be but drofle, 
Which,if abuz'd,doth prooue the owners loſle; 


Great Cleopatra's loue to Anthony, 
Can no way be compared ynto thine; 
Shee left her Loue in his extremitie, 
When greateſtneed ſhould cauſe her to combine 
Her force with his,to get the Victory : 
Her Loue was carthly,and thy Loue Diuine; 
Her Loue was onely to ſupport her pride, 


Humilitie thy Louc and Thee doth guide, 


That glorious part ofDeath, which laſt ſhee plai'd, 

T appeaſe the ghoſt of her deceaſed Lone, 

Had neuer needed,ifſhee could haue ſtai'd 

When his extreames made triall, and did proue 

Her leaden louc vnconſtant,and afraid : 

Their wicked warres the wrath of God might moue 
To take reuenge tor chaſt Oftavia's wrongs, 
Becauſe ſhee enjoyes what vnto her belongs, 


No Cleopatra,though thou wert as faire 

As any Creature in Anton eyes; 

Yea though thou wert as rich,as wiſe,as rare, 

As any Pen could write, or Wit deuiſc; 

Yer with this Lady canſtthounot compare, 

Whoſe inward virtues all thy worth denies : 
Yet thou a blacke Egyptian do'ſt appeare; 
Thoufalſe,ſthee true;and to her Loue more deere, + 
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Shee ſacrificeth to her deereſt Loue, 
With flowres of Faith,and garlands of Good deeds; 
Shee flies not from him when afflitionsproue, 
Shee þcarcs his croſle,and ſtops his wounds that bleeds; 
Shee loues andlines chaſte as the Turtle doue, 
Shee attends ypon him,and his flocke ſhee feeds; 

Yea for one touch of death which thoudid'ſttrie, 


A thouſand deathsſhee cucryday doth die, 


Hervirtuons life exceeds thy worthy death, 

Yea,ſhe hathricher ornaments of ſtate, 

Shining more glorious than in dying breath 

Thou didſi;when either pride,or crucll fate, 

Did worke thee to preuent adouble death; 

To ſtay the malice, ſcorne,and cruell hate 
OfRomezthat joy'd to lee thy pridepull'd downe, 
Whoſe Beauty wroughtthe hazard of her Crowne. 


Good Madame,though your modeſtic be ſuch, 
Not to acknowledge what we know and find; 
And that you thinke theſe prayſes ouermuch, 
Which doe expreſle the beautie of your mind; 
Yetpardon me although I giue atouch 
Vnto their eyes,that elſe would be ſo blind, 
As not to ſec thy ſtore,and their owne wants, 
From whoſe fairc ſceds of Virtue ſpring theſe plants, 


And knowe,when firſt into this world I came, 
This charge was giu'n me by th'Eternall powres, 
Theuerlaſting Trophie of "a fame, 
To build and decke it with the fweetcſt flowres 
That virtue yeelds;Then Madame,doe not blame 
Me,when Iſhew the World but what is yours, 

And decke you with that crowne which is your duc, 

That of Heau'ns beauty Earth may take aview, 

| Though 
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Though famous women elder times haue knowne, 
Whole glorious 2Gtions did appeare ſo bright, 
That powrefull men by them were ouerthrowne 
Andall their armies ouercome in fight; | Y 
The Scythian women by theirpowre alone, 
Put king Darius vnto ſhametull flight ; 

All Aſia yeeldedto their conqring hand, 

Great Alexander could not their powre withſtand, 


Whoſe worth, though writ in lines of blood and fire, 
Is not to be compared vnto thine; 
Their powre was ſmallto ouercome Deſire, 
Or to direc their wayes by Virtues line : 
Were they aliue,they wouldthy Life admire, 
Andvnto thce their honours would refigne : 

For thou a greater conqueſt do {t obtaine, 

Than they who hauc lo many thoutands ſlaine, 


Wiſe Deborahyhat judged Iirac}, 

Nor valiant Iudeth cannot equall thee,. 

Ynto the firſt, God did his will reueale, 

And gaue her powre to {ct his people free; 

Yea 1#deth had the powre likewile to qucale 

Proud Holifernes, that the juſt might ſec _ 
What ſmall defence vainepride,and greatnefſe hath. 
Againſt the weapons of Gods word and faith, 


But thou farre greater warre do'(t {till maintaine, 

Againſt that many headed monſter Sinne, 

Whoſe morrtall fling hath many thouſand ſhine, 

And euery day freſh combares doe begin; 

Yet cannot all his yenomelay one ſtaine 

Vponthy Soule,thou do {i the conqueſt winne, 
Though all the world he daily doth deuoure, | 
Yet oucrthee he neuer could get powre, 
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' For that one worthy deed by Deb'rah done, 

Thou haſt performed many inthy time; 

For that one Conquelt that faire ſudeth wonne, 

By which ſhee did the ſteps of honeur clime; 

Thou haſt the Conqueſt ofall Conqueſts wonne, 

When to thy Conſcience Hell can lay no crime : 
For that one head that udeth bare away,' 
Thou tak'ſt from-Sinne a hundred heads a day, 


' Though virtuous HeFer faſted three dayes ſpace, 

And ſpent her time in prayers all that while, 

That by Gods powreſhee might obtaine ſuchgrace, 
 Thatſheeandhers mightnot become a ſpoyle | 
To wicked Hamon,in whoſe crabbed face 
Was ſcene the map of malice,enuie, guile; 

Her glorious garments though ſhee pur apart, 
So to preſcnta pure and ſingle heart 


To God,in fack-cloth,aſhes,and with teares; 
Yet muſtfaire Heſter needs giue place to thee, 
| Who hath continu'd dayes,weekes,months,and yeares, 
In Gods true ſeruice, yetthy heart beeing ftee 
 Fromdoubrofdeath,or any other feares : 
Faſting from finne, thou pray'{t thine eyes may ſce 
Him thathath full volſeſf onof thine heart, 


From whoſe {weet loue thy Soule can never part. 


His Loue,not Feare, makes thee to faſt and pray, 
- No kinſmans counfſell needs thee to aduiſe; . 
The fack-cloth thou do'ſt weare both night and day, 
Is worldly troubles, which thy reſt denics; 
The aſhes are the Vanities that play 
Ouer thy head,and ftcale before thine eyes; 
Which thou ſhak'ſt off when mourning timeis paſt, 
That royall roabes thou may'ft put on ar laſt, 
Teachims 
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Toachims wite;that faire and conſtant Dame, 

Who rather choſe a cruel deathto die, 

Than yeeld to thoſe two Elders voide of ſhame, 

When both ar once her chaſtitie did trie, 

Whoſe Innocencie bare away the blame, 

Vocillth Almighty Lord had heard her criez; _1 | 
And rais'dthe fpirit of a Child to ſpeake, Io 
Making the powrefull judged of the weake, 

Although her virtue doe deſerue to be 

'rit by that hand that neucr purchas'd blame; 

In holy Writ,where all the world may ſce 

Her perfit life, and euer honoured name: 

Yet was ſhe notto be compar d to thee, 

Whole many virtues doe increale thy fame : 

For ſhee oppol d againſt old doting Luſt, 
Who with lites danger ſhe did feare to truſt, 


But your chafte breaſt,guarded with ftrepgth of mind, 
Hates the imbracements of vnchaſlte delircs ; 
Youlouing God, liue in your ſelte confind 
From vnpure Loue, your purclſt thoughts retires, 
Your perfit fight could ncuer be ſo blind, 
To entertainetheold oryong deſires 

Ofidle Loucrs; which the world preſents, 

Whoſe baſe abuſes worthy minds prevents, 


Eucn as the conſtant Lawrell,alwayes greenc, 
No parching heate of Qummer can detace, 
Nor pinching Winter cuer yet was fcene, 
Whoſe nipping froſfts could wither,or diſgrace : 
So you (deere Ladie) till remaine as Queene, 
Subduing all aftections that are baſe, 
Vnalterable by the change oftimes, 
Not following, but lamenting others crimes, 
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No feare of Death, or dread of open ſhame, 
Hinders your perfect heart to giue conſent; : 
Nor bald age, whom Time could neuertame 
From ill deſignes,whereto their youth was bent; 
Burt loue of God,care to preſerue your fame, 
And fpcnd thatpretious timethat God hath ſent, 
In all good exerciſcs of the minde, . 
Whereto your noble nature is inclin'd, 


That Ethyopian Queene did gaine great fame, 
Who from the Southerne world,did come to ſee 
Great Salomozzthe glory of whoſe name | 
Had ſpread it ſelte. orc all the carth,to be 
So great,thatalithe Princes thither came, 
To be f{pectators of his royaltie : 
Andthis faire Queene of Sheba came from farre, 
To reucrence this nevy appearing [tarre, 


From th'vtmolt part ofall the Earth ſhee came, 

To heare the Wiſdom of this worthy King; 

To tric if Wonder did agree with Fame, 

And many faire rich preſents did ſhe bring : 

Yecamany ſtrange hard queſtions did ſhee frame, 

All which were anſwer'd by this famous King : 
Nothing was hid that in her heart did reſt, 
And all toprooue this King fo highly bleſt, 


Here Maicſtie with Maicſtie did meecte, 
Wiſdome to Wiſdome yeelded true content; 
One Beauty did another Bcauty greet, 
Bounty to Bountie neuer could repent; 

Here all diſtaſte is troden vnder feer, 

No lofle of time,where time was ſo well ſpent 


In virtuous exerciſes of the minde, 
In whichthis Queene did much contentment finde. 
| Spirits 
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Spirits affect where they doe ſympathize, 
Wiſdom defires Wiſdome to embrace, 
Virtue couets her like, and doth denize 
How ſhe her friends may cntertaine with grace; 
Beauty ſometime is pleas d to feed her eyes, 
With viewing Beaurtic in anothers face : 
Both good and bad in thispoint doe agree, 
That each delireth with his like to be, 


And this Defire did worke a ſtrange efteR, 
To drawe a Queene forth of her natine Land, 
Not yeelding tothe niceneſle and reſpect 
Of woman-kind ;ſhee paſt both ſea and land, 
All feare of dangers ſhce did quite neglect, 
Onely to ſee,to heare,and ynderſtand 
Thar beauty, wiſedome, maicſtic,and glorie, 
Thatin her heart unpreſt his perfect (toric, | 


Yet this faire map of maieſtic and might, 

Was but afigure of thy deereſt Louc, 

Borne texpreſle that true and keauenly light, 
That doth all other joyes imperfectproue; 

If this faire Earthly ftarre did ſhine to bright, 
What doth that glorious Sonne that is aboue ? 


Who weares th'imperiall crowne of heauen and carth, 


And imade all Chriſtians blefied in his berth, 


Ifthat ſmall fparke could yceld fo great afire, 
Asto inflamethe hearts of many Kings 
To come to ſce,to heare,and to adinire 
His wiſdome,tending but to worldly things ; 
Then much more reaſon haue we to defire 
That heau'nly wiſedome, which ſluation brings; 
The Sonne ofrightcoutnefle, that gines true joyes, 
When all they fought for, were but Earthly toyes, 
G 2 No 


Salue Dent Rex Iudeormm. 


Fe SeFie RFF 


No trauels ought th'affected ſoule to ſhunne, 

That this faire heaucnly Light defires to ſec: 

Tius King of kings to whom we all ſhould cunne, 

To view his Glory and his Majeſtic; 

He without whom we all had beenc vndone, 

He that from Sinne and Death hath ſet vs free, 
And oucrcome Satan,the world,and finne, 
Thar by his merits we thoſe joycs might winne, 


Prepard by him, whoſe cucrlaſting throne 

Is plac'd in heaucn,aboue the Barrie skies, 

Where he that fate, was like the Iaſper ſtone, 

Who rightly knowes him ſhall be truely wile, 

A Rainebow round about his glorious throne; 

Nay more, thoſe winged beatts ſo full of cies, 
That neuer ceaſe to gloritic his Name, | 
Who was,and will be, andis now the fame, 


This is that great almightic Lord that made 
Both heaucn and earth, and liucs for cuermore 
By him the worlds foundation firſt was laid: 
Hefram'd the things that neuer were before: 
The Sca within his bounds by him is (tad, 
He judgeth all alike, both rich andpoorc : 
All might,all mazcttie,all loue,alllawe 
Remaines in him that keepes all worlds in awe, 


From his eternall throne the lightning came, 

Thuudringsand Voyces did fromthence proceede; 

And allthe creatures glorifi'd his name, 

In heaucn,in earch,and ſcas,they all agreed, 

When loe that ſpotleſſe Lambe fo yoyd of blame, 

That for vs di'd, whoſe finnes did niake him bleed: 
That truc Phyfition that ſo many heales, 
Opencd the Booke, and did yndoe the Scales, 


He 


Salue Dens Rex ludzorum. 


He onely worthy to vndoe the Booke 

Ofour charg'd foules,full of iniquitie, 

Where with the eyes of mercy he doth looke 

Vpon our weakeneſle and infirmirie; 

This is that corner ſtone that was forſooke, 

Who leaues it, truſts but to yncertaintie : 
This is Gods Sonne,in whom he is well pleaſed, 
His deere bcloucd,that his wrath appcalcd, 


He that had powre to open all the Seales, 

And ſummon vp our finnes of blood and wrong, 

He vnto whom the righteous ſoules appeales, 

That hauc bin martyrd,and doc thinke it long, 

To whom in mercic he his will reucales, 

That they ſhould reſt alittle in their wrong, 
Vartill their fellow ſeruants ſhould be killed, 
Euen as they were,and that they were fulfilled, 


CPurethoughted Lady,bleſled berhy choyce 
Ot this Almightic,cucrlaſting King; 
In thee his Saints and Angels doercioyce, 
And to their Heau'nly Lord doe daily ting 
Thy perfect praiſes in their lowdelt yoyce; 
Andall their harpes and golden vials bring 
Full of fweet odours,cuen thy-holy praycrs 
Vato that ſpotleſle Lambe,thar all repaires, 


Of whom that Heathen Queene ohtain'd ſuch grace, 
By henouring but the ſhadow ofhis Loue, 
That great Iudiciall day to haue a place, 
Condemning thoſe that doe vnfaithfull prouc; 
Among the haplcfſe,happie is her caſe, 
That her decre Samour ſp:ke tor her behoue; 

And that her memorable Act ſhovld be 

Writ by the hand of truce Eternitie, 
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'Yet this rare Phoenix of that worne-out age, 


This great maieſticke Queene comes ſhort of thee, 
Who to an earthly Prince did then ingage 

Her hearts defires,her loue,her libertie, = 

Acting her glorious part vypon a Stage 


. Of weakneſſe,frailtic,and infirmity : 


Giuing all honour to a Creature,due 
To her Creator,whom ſhee neuer kney, 


'But loe, a greater thou haſt ſought and found 


Than Salomon inall his royaltic; 
And vnto him thy faith moſt firmely bound 


Toſerue and honour him continually; 


-That glorious God, whoſeterror doth confound 


All finfull workers of iniquitie : 
Him haſt thou truely ſerued all thy life, 
And for his louc,liu'd with the world at ſtrife, 


To this great Lord,thou onely art affeted, 
Yetcame he notin pompe or royaltic, 

But in an humble habit, baſe,deieed; 

A King,aGod,cladin mortalitie, 


Hehath thy loue,thou art by him dire&ed, 


His perfect path was faire humilitie: 
Who being Monarke ofheau'n,carth,and ſeas, 
Indurdall wrongs,yet no man did diſpleaſe, 


Thenhow much more art thou to be commended, 

That ſeek ſt thy loue in lowly ſhepheards weed ? 

A ſeeming Trades-mans ſonne,of none attended, 

Saue ofa tew in pouertic and need; 

Poore Fiſhermen that on his loue attended, 

His loue that makes ſo many thouſands bleed : , 
Thus did he come, to tric our faiths the more, 
Pofſlefling worlds, yet ſecmning extreame poore. 

The 
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The Pilgrimes trauels,and the Shepheards cares, 
He tooke ypon him to cularge our foules, 
What pride hath loſt, humilitie repaires, 
For by his glorious deathhe vs inroules 
In decpe CharaCters, writ with blood and teares, 
Vpon thoſe bleſſed Euerlaſting ſcroules; 

His hands,his feete,his body,and his face, 


. Whencetreely flo w Je rivers of his grace. 


| Sweet holy riuers,pure celeſtial! ſprings , 
Procecding from the fountaine of our life; 
Swift ſugred currents that ſaluation brings, 
Cleare chriſtall ſtreames, purging all finne and ſtrife, 
Faire floods, where ſouls do bathe their ſnow-white wings, 
Before they flie to true ctern all life : 
Sweet Near and Ambroſia, food of Saints, 
Which, whoſo tafteth, ncuer after faints, 


This hony dropping dew ofholy loue, 

Sweet milke,wherewith we weaklings arcreſtored, 

Who drinkes thereof,a world can ncuer moue, 

All carthly pleaſures are of them abhorred; 

This loue made Martyrs many deaths to proue, 

To taſte his ſweetneſle, whom they fo adored : 

_ Sweetnefle that makes our fleſh a burthen to ys, 
Knowing it ſerues but oncly to yndoe vs, 


His frveetnefle frweetned all the ſowre of death, 
To faithfull Stephen his appointed Saint; 
Who by the riucr ſtones did looſe his breath, 
When paines nor terrors could not make him faint : 
So was this bleſſed Martyr turn'd to earth, 
To glorihie his ſoule by deaths attaint : 
"This holy Saint was humblcdand caft downe, 
To winne in heauen an cucrlaſting crowne, | 
Whote- 
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Whoſe face repleat with Maicſtie and Sweetneſle, 
Did as an Angel vnto them appeare, 
That fatc in Counſcll hearing his diſcreetneſle, 
Secing no change,or any ſ1gne of a feare; 
Burt with a conſ{tantbrowe did there confeſle 
Chriſts high deſerts, which were to him fo deare : 
Yea when theſc Tyrants (tormes did moſt oppreſle, 
Chriſt did appeare to make his griefe the lefle, 


For becing filled with the holy Ghoſt, 
Vpvnto Heau'n helook'd with (tedfaft cies, 
Where God appeared with his heaucnly hoſte 
In glory to this Saint before he dicg; 
Although he could no Earthly pleaſures boaſt, 
At Gods right hand ſweet It s y $s he eſpies; 
Bids them behold Heauens open, ke doth ſee 
| TheSouneof Manat Gods 1ight hand to be, 


Whoſe Kveetneſle fiveet/ned that ſhort ſowre of Life, 

Making all bitternefle delight his taſte, ; 

Yeelding {weet quietnefle in bitter ſtrife, 

And molt contentment when he did difgrac'd; 

Heaping vp joyes where forrows were mott rife; 

Such ſiveetneſſe could not choole but be imbrac'd : 
The food of Soulcs, the Spirits onely treaſure, * 
The Paradiſe of our celeſtiali pleaſure, 


This Lambe of God, who di'd, and was aliue, 

Preſenting vs the bread of life Eternall, 

His bruiſed body powrefull to reuiue | 

Our ſinking ſoules,out ofthe pit infernall; 

For by this blefled food he did contriue 

A worke of grace, by this his gift externall, 
With heau'nly Manna,food ofhis elected, 
Tofecd their foules,of whom heis reipected, 

This 
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| This wheate of Heauen the bleſſed Angells bread, 
Wherewith he feedes his deere adopted Heires; 
Sweet foode of life that doth reuiue the dead, 
And fromthe lining takes away all cares; 
To taſte this ſweet Saint Lawrence did not dread, 
The broyling gridyorne cool'd with holy teares: 
Yeelding his naked body to the fire, 
To taſte this ſweetneſle, ſuch was his defire. 


Nay, what great ſweetneſle did th'Apoſilles taſte, 
Condemn'd by Counſell, when they did returne; 
Rejoycing that for him they- di'd diſgrac'd, 
Whoſe ſiweetnes made their hearts and ſoules ſo burne - 
With holy zeale and loue moitpure and chaſte; 
For him they ſought from whomethey might notturne: 
Whoſe loue made Ardrew goe molt joytully, 
Vato the Crofle, on which he meant to die, 


The Princes of th'Apoſiles were fo filled 

With the delicious tweetnes ofhis grace, 

That willingly they yeelded to be killed, 

Recciuing deaths that were moſt vile and baſe, 

For his name ſake, thatall might be fulfilled. 

They with great joy all torments did imbrace: 
The vgli face that Death could cuer yeeld, 
Could neuer feare theſe Champions fromthe field, 


They (till continued in their glorious fight, 
Againſt the enemies of fleſhand blood; 
And in Gods law did ſet their whole delight, 
Supprefſingevill, and creQting good : 
Not ſparing Kings in what they did not right; 
Their noble Actes they feal'd with deereſt blood: 

One choſe the Gallowes, that ynſeemely death, 

The other by the Sword did looſe his breath, 

H His 


2olours of 
Corfeſſors 


B Adartirs, 


' His Head didpay the dearcſt rate of fin, | 


"Their freſheſt beauties would I faine diſcloſe, 
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Yeelding it joyfully vntothe Sword, 
To be cut offas he had neuer bin, 
For ſpeaking truth according to Gods word, 
Telling king Hered of inceſtuous fin, 
That hatefull crime of God and man abhorr'd : 
His brothers wife, thatprowd licentious Dame, 
Cut oft his Head to take away his ſhame, 


Loe Madame, heere you take a view of thoſe, 
Whoſe worthy ſteps you doe deſire to tread, 
Deckt in thoſe colours which our Saujour choſe; 
The pureſtcolours both of White and Red, 


By which our Sauiour moſt was honoured: 
But my weake Muſe defireth now to reſt, 
Folding vp all their Beautics in your breaſt, 


Whoſe excellence hath rais'd my ſprites to write, 

Of what my thoughts could hardly apprehend; 

Yourrareſt Virtues did my ſoule delight, 

Great Ladic of my heart: I muſt commend 

Youthar appeareo faire in all mens fight : 

On your Deſerts my Muſes doe attend : 
Youarethe Articke Starre that guides my hand, 
Allwhart Iam, Ireſt at your command, 
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Grace from that Grace where perfit Grace remain'd; 
And where the Muſes gaue their full conſent, 
I ſhould haue powre the virtuous to content: 

Where princely Palace will'd me to indite, 

The ſacred Storic of the Soulcs delight. 

Farewell ({weet Place) where Virtuethen did reſt, 

And all delights did harbour in her breaſt : 

Neuer ſhall: my fad eics againe behold 

Thoſe pleaſures which my thoughts did then v nfold: 

Yet you (great Lady) Miſtris of that Place, 

From whoſe deſires did ſpring this worke of Grace; 

Vouchſafe to thinke vpon thoſc pleaſures paſt, 

As fleeting worldly Ioyes that could not laſt: 

Or,as dimme ſhadowes of celeftiall pleaſures, 

WW hich are defir'd aboue all earthly treaſures, 

Oh how (me thought) againſt you thither came, 

Each part did ſeeme ſome new delight to frame! 

The Houſe recciu'd all ornaments to graccit, 

And would indurc no fouleneſſe to deface it, 

The Walkes put on their ſummer Liueries, 

Andall things elſe did hold like fimilies : 

The Trces vech leaues,with fruits, with flowets clad, 

Embrac'd each other, ſceming I tO he glad, 

Turning themſclucs to beauteous Canop ICS, 

To ſhade the bright Sunne from your brighter Cics: 

The criſtall Srramhies with filuer ſpangles graced, 
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While by the glorious Sunne they-were embraced: | 
Thelittle Birds in chirping notes did ſing, 

To entertaine both You and that ſweet Spring, 
And Philomela with her ſundry layes, 

Both You and that delightful Place did praiſe, 
Oh how me thought eachplant,cach floure,cachtrce 
Ser forth their beauties then to welcome thee ! 
The very Hills right humbly did deſcend, 

When you to tread ypon them did intend, 

And as you ſet your feete, they ſtill did rife, 
Gladthatthey could recciue ſo rich apriſe, 

The gentle Windes did take delight to bee 
Among thoſe woods that were fo grac'd by thee, . 
And in fad murmnre ytterdpleafing found, 

That Pleaſure in that place might more abound: . 
The {ſwelling Bankes deliuer dll their pride, 
When ſuch a Phenix oncethey had eſpide, 

Each Arbor, Banke,cach Seatec,cach (tatcly Tree, 
Thought themſclues honor d in ſupporting thee, 
The pretty Birds would oft cometo attend thee, 
Yctflic away for feare they ſhould offend thee; 
The little creatures inthe Burrough by 

Would come abroad to ſport themin your eye; 
Yet fearefull of the Bowe in your faire Hand, 
Would runne away when you did make a ſtand, 
Now let me come ynto that ſtately Tree, 
Whercin ſuch goodly Proſpects you did ſee; 
That Oake that did in height his fellowes paſſe, 
As muchas lofty tres, low growing prafle: 
Muchlike a comely Cedar ftrcight andrall, 
Whote beauteous itature farre exceeded all: 
How oftendid you viſite this faire trec, 

Which ſeaz2ing joyfull in recciving thee, 

Would likea Palme treeTpread his armes abroad, 
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Defirous that you there ſheuld make abode: 
Whole faire greene Jeauces much like a comely vyaile, 
Defended Phebrs when he would aflaile : | 
Whoſe pleaſing boughes did yecld acoolefreſh ayre, 
Ioying his happineſle when you were there, 
Where bceing ſeated, you might plainely ſee, ' 
Hills, vales, and woods,as if on bended knee 
They had appeard,your honour to falure, - 

Or to preferre ſome ſtrange vnlook'd for ſute : 

All interlac'd with brookes and chriſtall prihgs,' 
A Profpett fitto pleaſe the eyes of Kings : 
Andthirtcene ſhires appeardall in your ſight, 
Europe could not affoard much more delight. 
What was there then but gaue youall content, 
While you the timgin meditation ſpent, 

Ot their Creators powre, which there you ſaw, 

Jn all his Creatures held a perfit Law; 

And intheir beauties did youplaine deſcrie, 

His beauty, wiſdome, grace,loue,maictie, - 
Intheſe ſivect woods how often did you walke, 
With Chriſt and his Apoſiles thereto talke; 
Placing his holy Writ in ſome faire trec, - 

To mcditate what you therein did ſee : 

With Moyſes you did mount his holy Hill, 

To know his pleaſure,and performe his Will, 
With louely Di#id you did oftenqing, 

His holy Hymnesto Heauens Eternall King, 
Andin ſweet muſicke did your ſoule delight, 

To ſound his prayſes,morning,noone, and night, 
With blcfſed /o/eph you did often feed 
Yourpined brethren, when they ftoodinneed, 
Andrthat fwcet Lady ſprung from Cliffo»ds race, 
Ofncble Bedfords blood, faire (teame of Grace; 


To honourable Porſer now eſpowl d, | 
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In whoſe faire breaſt true virtue then was houſCd: 
Oh what delight did my weake ſpirits find 
In thoſe pute parts of her well framed mind ; 
And yet it gricues methatI cannot be 
Neere ynto her,whole virtues did agree 
With thoſe faire ornaments ofoutward beauty, 
Which did enforce fromall both loue and dutie. 
| Vnconſtant Fortune, thou art moſt too blame, 
Who caſts vs downeinto ſo lowe aframe : 
Whereour great friends we cannot dayly ſee, 
So great a diffrenceis there in degree, 
Many areplaced in thoſe Orbes of itate, 
Parters in honour,ſo ordaiin'd by Fate; 
Necrer inſhow,yet farther off in loue, 
In which,the loweſt alwayes ate aboue, 
But whither am I carried in conccir ? 
My Wit too weake to conſicr of the great. 
Why not? although we are but borne of earth, 
We may behold the Heauens,Geſpiling death; 
And louing heauen that is ſo farre aboue, 
May in the end youchſafe ys entire loue, 
Therefore ſweet Mcmorie doe thou retaine 
Thoſe pleaſures paſt, which will not turne againe : 
Remember beautcous Dorſets former ſports, 
So farre from beeing toucht by ill reports; 
Whereinmy ſelfe did alwaics beare apart, 
While reucrend Loue preſented my true heart : 
Thoſe recreations let me beare in mind, | 
Which her ſweet youth and noble thoughts did finde : 
Whercofdepriu'd,I euermore mult grieuc, 
Hating blind Fortune, carelefle to relicue. 
And you {weet Cooke-ham,whom thefe Ladies leaue, 
] now muſttell the gricfe you did conceauc 
At their departure; when they went away, 
| How 
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How euery thing rctaind a fad diſmay : 

Nay long betore,when once an inkeling came, 
Me thought each thing did vnto ſorrow frame: 
The trees that wereo glorious in our view, 
Forſooke both flowres and fruit, when once they knew 
Of your depart,their very leaucs did wither, 

Changing their colours as they grewe together, 

But when they ſaw this had no powreto ſtay youz . 
They often wept,though ſpeechleſle,could not pray you;: 
Letting their teares in your faire boſoms fall, 

As ifthey ſaid, Why will ye leaue vs all? 

This being vaine,they caft their leaues away, 
Hoping that pitie would haue made you ſtay : 
Their frozen rops,like Ages hoarie haires, 
Showes their dilafters,languiſhing in feares : 

A ſwarthy riueld ryne all ouer ſpread, 

Their dying bodies halfe aliuc,halfe dead, 

But your occaſions cail'd you ſo away, 

That nothing there had power to make you ſtay ? 
Yetdid lice ancble gratefull minde, 

Requiting each according to their kind; 
Forgetting not toturne andtake your leaue 
Ofthelſc ſad creatures,powrelefle to receiue 
Your tauour,when with gricfe you did depart, 
Placing their former pleaſures in your heart; 
Giuing great charge to noble Memory, 

There to prefcrue their loue continually : 

Bur ſpecially the loue of thar faire tree, 

That firſt and Jaſt you did vouchſafe to ſee; 

In which itpleas'd you oft ro take the ayre, 
With noble Dorſet,then a virgin faire ; | 
Where many a learned Booke was read and skand 
To this faire tree,taking me by the hand, 

You did repeat the pleaſures which had paſt, 
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. Seeming to grieue they could no longer laſt, 
And with a chaſte, yetlouing kifle tookeleauc, 
. Of which ſweet kiſſe I didit ſoone bereaue : 
Scorning a ſencelefle creature ſhould poſleſſe 
So rarg afauour,ſo great happineſle, 
No other kifle it could recetue from me, 
For feare to giue backe what it tooke of thee + 
So ingratefull Creature did deceiuc it, 
Ofthat which you. vouchſaft in loue to leave it, 
And thoughit oft had giu'nmemuch content, 
Yet this great wrong Ineuer could repent : 
Bur of the happicſt made it moſt forlorne, 
To ſhew that nothing's free from FortunesKeorne, 
While all the reſt es this mo beauteous tree, + 
Made their ſad conſort Sorrowes harmony, 
The Floures that on the banks and walkes did grow, 
Crept inthe ground, the Graſſe did weepefor woe, 
The Windes and Waters ſeem'd to chide together, 
Becauſe you went away they knew not whither: 
And thoſe ſweet Brookes that ranne fo faire and cleare, 
With griefe and trouble wrinckled did appeare, 
Thoſe pretty Birds that wonted were to fing, 
Now neither ſing, nor chirp, nor vſe their wing; 
But with their tender feet on ſome bare ſpray, 
Warble forth ſorrow,and their owne diſmay, 
Faire Philomela leauces her mournefull Ditry, 
Drowndin dead fleepe, yet can procureno pittic;; 
Each arbour,banke,cach ſeatc, cach ftately tree, 
'Lookes bare and deſolate now for want of thee; 
Turning greene treſles into froftic gray, 
While in cold griefe they wither all away. 
The Sunne grew weake,h1s beames no comfort gaue, 
While all greene things did make the carth their graue : 
Each brier,cach bramble,when you went away, 
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Caught faſt your clothes, thinking to make you ſtay : 
Dclightfull Eccho wonted to reply 

Toourlaſt words, did now for forrow die: 

The houſe caſt off cach garment that might grace it, 
Putting on Duſt and Cobwebs to deface it. 

All defolation then there did appeare, 

When you were going whom they held ſo deare. 
This laſt farewell to Cooke-ham here T giue, 

WhenlI am dead thy name in this may liue, 
Wherein I haue perform'd her noble heſt, 

Whoſe virtues lodge.in my vnworthy breaſt, 

And euer ſhall, ſo long as life remaines, 

Tying my heart to her by thoſe rich chaines. 
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© To the doubrfull Reader, 


Entle Reader , if thou deſire to be ined. why I 
gine this Title , Salue Deus Rex Iudzorum , kzow 
for certaine, that it was delivered vato me in ſleepe 
mary yeares bef, oreThad any intent to write in this 
maner, and was quite out of my memory,vntill Thad written 
the Paſſ on of Christ , when immediately it came into my re- 
membrance, what 1 had dreamed long 7 ore; and thinking 
it a ſigni ficant token , that Twas appointed toperforme Kg 
worke, I gane the very ſame words 1 receined in fleepe as the 
fitteSt Title I could deniſe for this Booke, 
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